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Tax PERSONS. 


Fase abi: | MIT eon, ie 
N HIDALILAN. DAS EN, of Morni. 
„ Bang it Vn. 
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he chace is over. — No noiſe on. 7 
ven, but the torrent's roar!.— Daugh- 


oy ter ; of Mormi come . eee banks, Lay 


1 , bu : N 
18 = n down | 
. | ' * * , 


* hy 1 


r 8 
=) This poem is lads. on account. of the her 

g throws on the antiquity of Offian's compoſitions, 

The Caracul mentioned here is. the ſame with 

8 þ Sen the ſon of Severus, who in che year 

3 42 e 
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* 
N 
* 
7 
"x 
he 
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Fx 


down the bow; and ak the harp. Let the 
night come on 88 ſongs, and our joy be 


i 
great, on Ar > 1 7 N 
EI. 3 174 * M E L. . 


7 


$1 ho 


- A hood tom 


bk * 


211 commanded an expedition againſt the Cule- 


donians. — The variety of the meaſure Thew 


that the poem was originally ſet to muſic, 2 
perhaps preſented before the chiefs upon ſolemn 


occaſions, — Tradition has handed down the 


ſtory more complete, than it is in_the poem. — 
„Comala, the daughter of Sarno king of Inis- 
tore or Orkney iflauds , fell in love with Fingal 
the fon of Comhal, at a feaſt, to which her fa- 


ther had invited him, { Fingal , B. III. ] upon his 


return from Lochlin, after the death of Agandec- 
ca. Her paſſion was fo violent, that ſhe follow- 
ed him, disguiſed like a youth, who wanted to 
be employed in his wars. She was ſoon disco- 
vered by Hidallan the ſon of Lamor , one of 
Fingal's heroes , whoſe love ſhe had Tlighted ſo- | 


mie time before. — Her romantic paſſi on and 
X beautycrecommended her ſo much to the king,” 
that he had reſolved to make her his wife ; when 


news was brought him of Caracul's expedition. 


He marched to ſtop the progrels. of the enemy, 
and Comala atteended him. He left her 


on a hill, within ſight of Caracul's army, when 


he himſelf weut to battle. having previously pro- 
miſed, 


* 


Tooked from the clouds of Crone. 6: 


* 


il 


* 


A DRAMATIC POEM. 53 


— 


Raw fn n 
„a night comes on, thou blue · eyed maid, 


gray night grows dim along the plain. I ſaw a 
deer at Crona's ſtream; a moſſy bank he ſeem- 


ed through the gloom, but ſoon he bounded 


away. A meteor. played round his branchy 


horns; and the awful faces *) of other times 


- 
E 


N DERSAGRENA wax), 


| Theſe are the fi ens of Fingal's death. 8 | 
The king of ſhields is fallen! —— and Caracul 
prevails. Riſe , Comala ****), from thy rocks; 


daughter of Sarno, riſe in tears, The youth 


of thy love is low, and his ghoſt is already on 
our hills. | 
MzL 11- 
miſed, if he ſurvived, to return that night. 
The ſequel of the ſtory may be gathered from 
the poem itſelf. : 


5 *) NMelilcoma, — ſoft - rolling eye. 


| **) Apparent dire facies , inimicane Troje 

Namina magna deim. 7925 V1RG. 
— dreadful ſounds 4 heap," 8 
And the dire forms of hoſtile gods appear, 
DRYDE N. 
= Sides. the brighmeſs of a ſum- beam. 

4. CY Comala, , the” maid wo the pleaſant bro w-. 

: 5 | A 3 | 


6 co MAL A: 


NMITIIIC OMA. 

There Comala ſits forlorn! two gray dogs 

near ſhake their rough ears, and cateh the 
flying breeze. Her red cheek reſts on her arm, 

and the mountain - wind is in her hair. She 

turns her blue - rolling eyes towards the fields 
of his -promiſe. —— Where art thou, o Fin- 
bio the night is gathering around ? 


Fd 


| 4% | CoMALA. 

O Caxun “) of the ſtreams ! 1 do * 

ws behold thy waters rolling in blood? Has the 

| noiſe of the battle been heard on thy banks; 
and ſleeps the king of Morven? Riſe, 
moon, thou daughter of the ſky! look from 

Z between thy clouds, that I may behold the 

1 light 


*) Carun or Cara'on, 6 winding river. — This river 
retains ſtill the name of Carron, and falls into 
the Forth, ſome miles t9 the North of rale. 


— Gentesque alias cum aclleret armis 
Sedibus,, aut victas vilem ſervaret in uſum 
| Servi, hic contenta ſuos defeudere fines : 
Roma ſecurigeris praetendit moenia Scotis > 
Hic ſpe progreſſus poſita, Caronis ad undam 
| nn —_— fignat e regni. 
Bucnaxax. 


% 


A DRAMATIC POEM. 2 


light of his ſteel, on the field, of his promiſe, — 
Or rather let the meteor, that lights our depart- 
ed fathers through the night, come, with its 
red light, to ſhew me the way to my fallen 
hero. Who will defend me from ſorrow? Who 
from the love of Hidallan? Long ſhall Comala 
look, before ſhe can behold Fingal in the midſt 
of his hoſt ; bright as the beam of the morning 
in the cloud of an early ſhower, - 


Hip ALAN. oe 2 OP > 


Roll, thou miſt of gloomy Crona, roll on 
the path of the hunter. Hide his ſteps from 
mine eyes, and let me remember my friend no 
more. The bands of battle are ſcattered , and 
no crowding ſteps are round the noiſe of his 
ſteel. O Caryn, roll thy ſtreams of blood, for 
the chief of the 9 fell. DE Ve | 


1 Co u- 


St. Hidallan was ſent by Fingal, to give notice to 
Comala of his return; he, to revenge himſelf | 
on her, for lighting his love ſome time before. 

told her that the King was killed in battle. H 
even pretended that he carried his body from 
the field, to be buried in her preſence; and this 
circumſtance makes it- probable, _ the poem: 
* „ of old. . 
"By 4 4 | . NJ 


hs, 


3 5 5 5 
; CO MAH 5: 
p * » 


5 Co MALA. 1 12 

Who fell on Carun's graſſy banks) | fon 
of the cloudy night? Was he white as the 
ſnow of Ardven? Blooming as the bow of the 
ſhower? Was his hair like the miſt of the 
hill, ſoft and curling in the day of the ſun? 
Was he like the thunder of heaven in battle? 
Fleet as the roe of the deſart? 

 HipaLL an. 

O that I might behold his love, fair- lean- 
ing from her rock! Her red eye dim in tears, 
and her bluſhing cheek half-hid in her locks! 
Blow, thou gentle breeze, and lift the heavy 
locks of the maid , that I may behold her 
white arm, and lovely cheek of her ſorrow! 


Conte, 
And i is the ſon of Comhal fallen, chief of 
the mournful tale? The thunder rolls on. the 
hill! The lightening flies on wings of 
fire! But they frighten not Comala; for her 
Fingal fell. Say, chief of the mournful * 
fell the breaker of ſhields ? | 


Hin rr An. 
The nations are ſeattered on their bills : ; 
for they ſhall hear the voice of the chiet no 
more. „ LET 


x 0 N 4 
% | 
1 on Com a- 
* * - 1 * —— 
— - . 4 " # 


9 

Com albhd #9; at rths 
- Confuſion purſue thee over thy plains 
and deſtructiom overtake theg, thou king of the 
world. Few be thy ſteps to thy grave; and 
let one virgin mourn thee, Let her be , like 
Comala, tearful in the days of her youth. — 
Why haſt thou told me, Hidallan, that my he- 
ro fell? I might have hoped a little while his 
return, and have thought I ſaw him on the di- 
ſtant rock; a tree might , have deceived me 
with his appearance; and the wind of the hill 
been the ſound of his horn in mine ear. O 
that I were on the banks of Carun! that my 
tears might be warm on his cheek ! 


A DRAMATIC/POEM. 


\ 


HIBALIL ANV. 

He lies not on the banks of Carun: on 
Ardven heroes raiſe his tomb. Look on them, 
o moon, from thy elouds; be thy beam bright 
on his breaſt, that Comala may betend him in 
the light of his armour, | 


Comal a. 
Stop, ye ſons of the grave, till 1 behold 
my love. He left me at the chace alone. I 
'" knew not, thut he went to war. He faid, he 
would return with the night; and the king of 
Morven is returned. Why didſt thou not tell 
8 As EE me 


. ²˙ A 
a, k - 


me, that he would fall, o trembling ſon of the 


* 


10 oe C O MA. A: 9 


rock *)! Thou haſt ſeen him in the blood 
of his youth , „but thou didſt not tell Comala! 


— 


M LILCO M A. 
What | ſound is that on Ardven? Who is 
that bright in the vale? Who comes like the 
ſtrength of rivers, when their crowded waters 


glitter to the moon? 


Co MALA. : 

Who is it but the foe of Comala, the ſon of 

the king of the world! Ghoſt of Fingal! do 
thou, from thy cloud, direct Comala's bow. 
Let him fall like the hart of the deſart. — 
It is Fingal in the crowd of his ghoſts. —— 


Why doſt thou come, my love, 9 frighten 


and pleaſe my ſoul? ?:. „ 


* 


FinGal, ; 
Raiſe, ye bards of the ſong, the wars of 


the ſtreamy Carun. Caracul has fled from my 


arms 

#) By ſon: of the reck ſhe means a druid. It is pro- 
bable, that ſome of the order of the druids re- 
mained as late as the beginning of the reign of 
Fingal ; and that Comala had conſulted one of 
chem, coneer ning the event of the war with Ca- 
racul. 1 | 


— * 


'A DRAMATIC POEM. N 


arms along the fields of his pride, He ſets 
far diſtant, like a meteor that incloſes a ſpirit Wo 
of night, when the winds dri e it over he 
heath 5 and the dark woods are gleaming around. 
I heard a voice like the breeze of my hills. 
Is it the huntreſs of Galmal, the white - handed 
daughter of Sarno? Look from thy rocks“ 1 
my love; and let me hear the voice of * 
mala. | | 8 5 
5 „ * * 
Take me to the cave of thy reſt 0 > love- , 
„ "i ſon of death! —— | 


— 


F. 1 GAL. 
come to the cave of my reſt, —- The 
ſtorm is over *), and the ſun. is on our 
fields. Come to the cave of my reſt , huntreſs | 
of ecchoing Cona. | 


| | con A. BY „„ 

He is returned with his fame; 1 feel t the IO 

right WT of his battles. | — But 1 I muſt 
. CNS, | © IS N reſt 

5 0 my N that art in the clefts of the rode > 

in the ſecret places of the ſtairs, let me fee * 


countenance, let me hear thy voice. 
| SOLOMON?S Sand. 


#*) The wine is paſt the rain is over and gone. 5 
| F ne 8 e | 


12 4 x.» | © O M 1 [, FY | A 


reſt beſide the rock, till my ſoul ſettles from 
fear. — Let the harp be near; and raiſe 
we oh ut ye daughters of Morni. 4:7 "i 


DzxSaGRENA. 
Comala has ſlain three deer on Ardven, 
and the fire aſcends on the rock; go to the 
feaſt of Comala, king of the woody Morven! 


Fin 
| Raiſe, yo cone of ſong, the wars of the 
ſtreamy Carun; that my white - handed maid 2 
may rejoice : witlle I behold the feaſt of my 


love. 
BARS. | 
Roll, ſtreamy Carun, roll in joy; the ſons . 
of battle fled. The ſteed is not ſeen on our 
fields; and the wings *) of their pride ſpread 
in other lands. The ſun will now riſe in 
peace, and the ſhadows deſcend in joy. The 
voice of the chace will be heard ; and the 
ſhields hang in the hall. Our delight will be 
in the war of, the ocean, and our hands be 


red in the blood of Lochlin. Roll, ſtreamy | 


Carun, roll in joy, the ſons of battle' fled. 
| Mi LT Le 


_ 2 9 2 the poet alludes to the Roman * 


A DRAMATIC POEM» is 


| Ms UAL CON. ei End e 
Dede ye light miſts from high; 
moon - beams „ lift her ſoul. . Pale lies hy 


' maid at the rock! Comala is no more ! 
| Fe 4 : 1 


of FI. 5 

Is the e of Sarno Va" the * 
boſomed maid of my love? Meet me, Comala; 
on my heaths, when I fit Hogs at 0 len 
of my. A. 4 | | 


Ni irn * | p 
Hrioatlan. k 


Ceaſed the voice of the huntreſs of Gel- 
mal? Why did 1 trouble the ſoul of the maid ? 
When ſhall I ſee thee : with joy, in the Vier 
of the dark - brown hinds ? N ned: ar bags 


; 83 FixGAT. It io YO OV 
Youth 'of * abe gloomy brow-! no more 
| ſhalt thou feaſt in my halls, Thou ſhalt not 
purſue my Face » and my foes ſhall not fall 
by thy ſword . Lead me to the place 
of her reſt, that 1 may behold her beauty 
Pale ſhe lies at the rock, and the cold winds 
lift her ove) . N firing nn in the 

s e blaſt, 

FX The ſequel af the ory of als introduced, 
as an epiſode, in the poem, which immediately 

follows in this collection. | 


14 COMALA: A DRAMATIC POEM. 


- blaſt, and her arrow was broken in her fall, 
Raiſe the 'praiſe of the daughter of Sarno, and 
give * name to the wind of the nN | 


\ 


lf 


| 


BaxDs. 

See! meteors roll around the maid; and 
moon beams lift her ſoul! Around her, from 
their clouds, bend the awful faces of her fa- 


thers; Sarno ») of the gloomy brow; and 


the red · rolling eyes of Fidallan. When. ſhall 


thy white hand ariſe, and thy voice be heard 


on our rocks? The maids ſhall ſeek thee on 
the heath, "3s they will not find thee, Thou 
ſhalt come, at times, to their dreams, and ſett- 
le peace in their ſoul. Thy voice ſhall re- 
main in their ears *), and they ſhall think 


with joy on the dreams of their reſt. Meteors 
roll around the maid, and . - beams lift 


her foul! 


4 Grids hs ir of Comala died Yoon after the 
2 ++ Might of iy hangs. =o lid os 
ſet king an þ 


9 The angel oleh aud in . ear 
So charming left his voice, that he a While 
a Rill ttood fix d to hear. 
| 8 Mir rox. | 
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i ” 
4 ring, amiſſiter of Toſcar; bring the hath Ys. 
d | "the light of the ſong riſes in Oſfian's ſoul: 
[1 
5 


\ It is like the field, when darkneſs covers” the : 


hills around, and the ſhadow From af on Lo g2Y | 
- the plain of the ſun, W 8 EM - 


- r : 
2 % *p © I 5 18 51 a * 
£4 * f 


k „ ei Tr, tad ny” 55 eil 3s e > 7 Kee 
: ern s probably the now wiper Cut eh Ar 
f 2 V birth a Menapian, who asſumed the purple 
188 in the year 284; and, ſeizing on Britain, defeat. © 
X "ed the emperor Maximian * Herculips in ſeveral „ 


4 ve 


* „ 


* naval engagements , which gives-propriety to his | * 
„ deing calld-i this Pen the King of f. — > Ld 

1 dete repaired l wall, in order to obſtruct 8 
wee incurſions of the Caledonians ; and when he We” 
_ 22 was employed in chat work, it appears be Vase +3 2” 
Ir. 4 277 © — attacked hy a party under n e 

3 8 the ſon CI Offian, This battle is the foundation 

5 of the preſent poem, which is Deen „„ 

5 1 dae. the daughter of Tele. OE = "EY 
\ k , | : * a 5 : a e x{ | . 


16 Tus WAR or CAROS: 


I behold my ſon „ 0 Malvina , near the 

moſſy rock of Crona *); but it is the miſt -) 

of the deſart tinged with the beam of the weſt. 
Lovely is the miſt that asſumes the form of 

\ Oſcar! turn from it, ye winds , when ye roar 

on the fide of. Ardven. . 


Who comes towards my ſon, oF the q 
murmur of a ſong? His ſtaff is in his hand, 
his gray hair looſe on the Wind Surly joy 
lightens his face; and he often. looks back to 
Caros.. It is Ryno *** )* of the ſong, he that 
went to view the Rb „ n hon 4 4A. 


What does Caros king of ſhips? "faid the 8 
ſon of the now mournful Offian : ſpreads he 
the wings ) of his Par, bard or the ti 


13 8 
es e n bon 4 Ae i eee 
» * * - . Z « I 
Ar He 


} ; p...# 
E 5 : 7 4 | * 7 1 7 bY yy 
* — 5 * ee, * 2 » « 1 ©] — * 1 
* tm 


of ©) Gps is the wn of a finall fream, which runs 

: into the Carron. On its banks is the ſcene of © 

dae preceding dramatic Poem, ; 

"I 9 Who is this chat. rfigth ou of the wilderneſs, | 
- like pillars of ſmoke? | $@LOMON'S _ . 

e is it et mal poetry. .. 


* 


5 — 'He ſeems to have been a bard of the 
'$ "firſt rank, in the days or ings 


FF 


14. 


lY 


* over his ſtones with fear, and beholds 


Ce. AON 


He ſpreads them, Orr, ted the ber 
it is behind. his gathered heap *). He 


thee terrible, as the en of . that rolls 
the wave to his ſhips. * 42 
So, thou firſt! of my Sos, ſays . 
and take the ſpear of Fingal. Fix a. flame 
on-its point „and ſhake it to the winds of 
heaven. Bid bim, in ſongs, to advance, and 


U : Ts are not here; and that ! my arm is young, 
He went with the found. of his ſong. .Os- 


car reared his voice on bigh. It reached his 


heroes on Ardven, like the noiſe of a cave * ] 


when the ſea of Togorme rolls before it; and 


its trees meet the roaring winds.— They 
gather round my ſon, like the ſtreams, of 0 
hill; when, after 4ain er they roll in the pride 
of their courſe. 8 Y 


\ 


= Abele wall which hog repaired. . 128 


4 5 2 —— As. wheu the hollow; rocks retain 


| The ſound of blultering winger = Niro. 
a vp” 3 „ \ ; 


Ryno came to ths. mighty! Cros * and 8 
* his mien A Come to the battle | 
A | ot - 


* + 


p leave the rolling of bis Wave. Tell to Caxos, 1 25 
that 1 lorlg for battle; and that my bow. is / 
weary of the chace If Cons. Tell bin., the 


\ 


* 


is Tur WAR or cn 


of Oſear, © thou that ſi tteſt on che rolling 
of waters. Fingal is diſtant far; be hears the 
ſongs of his bards in Morven: and the wind 
of his hall is in his hair. His terrible ſpear is 
at his ſide; and his ſhield that is like that 
darkened moon. Come to the battle of Ofcar; j 
the hero is alone. =— 


He came nor over the ſtreamy Carun * 


the bard returned with his ſong. Gray night 


grows dim on Crona. The feaſt of ſhells is 
ſpread. A hundred oaks burn to the wind, 


and faint light gleams over the hearth. The 


_ ghoſts of Ardven paſs through the beam; and 
ſhew their dim and diſtant forms. 
is half unſeen on her meteor; and Hidallan is 


ſullen and dim, like darkened moon behind : 


the miſt of night. 


Why art thou ſad ? faid Ryo. for | bei 


alone beheld” the chief. / Why art thou fad , 


Hidallan 3 haſt thou not receiyed (ny fame 2 a 
5 | l "ThE, 


: 
— * 


"%) The river c 

FI This is the ſcene of Comala' 5 wie which'is e 
D ſubject of the dramatic poem. — The poet - 
Ax mentions her in this place, in order to " Introduce” 
the ſequel of Hidallan's ftory , who, on” account 
of her death, had been expelled 19 5 the Wars 


of Fingal. s ; . 
ty 1 
5 ; "* 4 * / 


Comala) 


i 


— 


Ar OE x. „ 


The ſongs of Offian have been heard, Fr thy 
ghoſt bas brightened in the wind, when 
thou didſt bend from thy pond, to hear _ 
ſong of Morven's bar. 2 
And do thine eyes behold the hero, ag 2 
oOſear, like the dim meteor ' of night? Say, 
Ryno, fay, bow fell the chief that was ſo re: 
nowned in the days of our fathers? —— His 
name remains on the rocks of Cona; and 1 
haye often ſeen the ſtreams of his hills. 
Fingal, replied the bard, had driven Hidals ' | 
os. his wars. The king's, Joul ei 
for Comala, and his eyes W not 1 | 


of 


Lonely, lad, dong, the; heath, bb Now 
moved with filent ſteps. . His arms hang disor- 
dered on his ſide. His bair flies looſe from, 
his helmet. The tear is in bis down __ 


ey es; and the ſigh balf- filent in his breaſt, 


Three days he ſtrayed unſeen, alone, N 7 

fore he came to Lamor's halls: the moſſy 14 2 
of his TE at * ſtream of Balva ). — 
4 5 There 

1 This is W that ſmall We u einde rhe? 
name of Balva, Which runs through the romantic 
valley of Glentivar in Stirlingſhire. Balva ſignifies 
u ſilent n and  Glentiyas ,, * ſe qneſtered. 


; 7.7.9 - BG ne 


— CO a te aa A hae de es ne I CO OI 1 — 
IF | 1 


* 


20 Tu WAR or CAROS: _ 


There Lamor fat alone beneath a tres: for he 


es ſent his people with Hidallan to war. The 


ſtream ran at his feet, and his gray head reſted 
on his ſtaff. Sightleſs are his aged eyes. He 
hums the ſong of other times. — | The- noiſe 
of Hidallan's feet came to his ear: he Seer 

the tread of his fon. \ 1 FP þ f 


f 


Is the fon of Lamor Wied or is it the 
ſound of his ghoſt? Haſt thou fallen on the 
banks of Carun, „ ſon of the aged Lamor? Or, 
if 1 hear the ſound of Hidallan's feet; where 
are the mighty in war? where are my people, 
" Hidallan, that were wont to return with their 

ecchoing ſhields? —— Have > they Fong on | 

the banks of Carun? Wy | 


No: replied the ſi ghing 1 the people - 
of Lamor live. They are renowned i in battle, 
my father; but Hidallan is renowned no more. 

I muſt fit alone on n the banks of . 8 
the roar of the battle grows. 5 A 


But thy” fathers never fat. 8 replied 
the riſing pride of Lamor; they never ſat alone 
on the banks of Balva, when the roar of battle 
roſe. — Doſt thou not behold that tomb? 
Mine eyes discern it not: there reſts the noble 
Garmillon, WA" never fled from Var: — Co- 
me, 


: 
{ | < 
. he. 
* 
* 
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me, thou renowned in battle, be ſays, Rome. © fs 
to thy father's tomb. —— How am I renown- 


I 91 Garmillon; for my ſon has fled from war? 
1 Ving of the ſtreamy Balva ! ſaid Hidallan | | 
: with af oh, why doſt thou torment m3; loul? 3}. + 
ſ | Lamor , 1 never fesred. — Fingal was fad * „ 
q - "mo Comala We and denied his wars to Hidallan : 

; Go to the gray ſtreams- of thy land, he ſaid, 

; and moulder like a leafleſs oak, 3 the winds 

j have bent over Balva, never more to grow. {x 
e 19 And muſt I hear, Lamor replied, the lo- * 
| nely tread of Hidallan's feet? When thouſands 0 
1 are renowned in battle, ſhall he bend over „ 

" gray ſtreams? Spirit of the noble Gatmillon! 


carry Lamor to his place; his eyes are dark; \J 
3 his ſoul is ſad: and his ſon has loſt his fame. ATE 


5 5 Where; faid the youth, ſhall 1 ſearch Top © 
.. fame, to gladden the ſoul of Lamor ? From „ 
*Y whence ſhall 1 return with renown, that the * \ ©: 
75s found of my arms may be pleeſant in his "I, 
4 ear? If 1 go to the chace of hinds, my =. I 
* name will not be heard. Lamor will not | I : | 4 
5 feel my dogs, with his hands, glad at my + 
"= rival from the hill. He will not enquire „ 
1 his mountains, or of the dark- browns deer A > ge. 

| M0 ee e - 
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I muſt fall, ſaid Lamor, like a leafleſs 
oak: it grew on a rock, but the winds have | 
overturned it. —— My ghoſt will be ſeen on 
my hills, mournful for my young Hidallan. 
Will not ye, ye miſts, as ye riſe, hide him 
from my fight? —— My ſon: — go to La- 
mor's hall: there the arms of our fathers 
hang. —— Bring the ſword of Garmllon — 
he took it from a foe. 
He went and brought the ſword with all 
its ſtudded thongs.—— He gave it to his 
father. The th 4 hero felt * . 
with his hand. 
My ſon! — [ lead: me to Carmällan- s tomb: 
it riſes beſide that ruſtling tree. The long graſs 
is withered; —— I heard the breeze whiſtling 
there. — A little fountain murmurs near, 
and ſends its water to Balva. There let me 
reſt; it is noon, and the ſun is on our fields. 
| He led him to Garmillon's tomb. Lamor | 
pierced the fide of his fon. —— They ſleep 
Ig together; and their ancient halls moulder on 
5 Balva's banks. — Ghoſts are ſeen there at 
nqgon: the valley is ſilent, and the people 
ſhun the place of Lamor. 
| © Mournful is thy tale, ſaid Oſcar, ſon of * 
ny times of old' '—— My foul lighs for 
. Hidal · 


A PO BM oO 
Hidellan ; he fell in the days of his youth. 


Ae flies on the deſart, and his Pane ere 
in a foreign land. —— _ _. 5 


to the foes of Fingsl, Send the night away 
in ſongs; and watch the ſtrength ' of Caros. 
Olcar goes to the people' of other times; to 
the ſhades of filent Ardven; where his fathers 


ſit dim in their clouds, and behold the future 
And art thou there, Hidallan, like 


war. 
a half- exſtinguiſhed meteor ? Come to * 
light, in thy ſorrow, chief of the roaring Balva! 


The herbes move with 617 ſongs. 3 


Oſcar ſlowly aſcends the hill. —— The me- 


teors of night are ſetting on the heath before 


him. A diſtant torrent faintly roars. Mes | 


frequent blaſts ruſh through aged oaks. The 
half - enlightened moon fi nks dim and red behind 
her hill — Feeble voices are heard on the 
heath. — Ofcar drew his ſword. a 


\ 


the world! Tell me the deeds of future 
times; and your discourſe in your caves; when 
you talk together, and behold your ſons in 
the  jelds of the valiant, 


% 


Ha ©; Tren- 


Sons of the ately Morven draw near 


Come, ſaid the hero, o ye ghoſts of my. | 
fathers! ye that fought againſt the kings of © 
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Trenmor came, from his hill, as the voice 
of his mighty fon. —— A cloud, like the 
ſteed of the ſtranger, ſupported his airy limbs. 
+ His robe is of the miſt of Lano, that brings 
death to the people. His ſword is a meteor 
half- exſtinguiſhed. His face is without form, 
and dark, He fighed thrice over the hero: 
and thrice the winds of the night roared a- 
round. Many were his words to Oſcar: but they 
only came by halves to our ears: they were 
dark as the tales of other times, before the 
light of the ſong aroſe. He flowly vaniſhed, 
like a miſt that melts on the ſunny hill. 


It was then, o daughter of Toſcar , my 
| fon. begun firſt to be ſad. Ile foreſaw the 
fall of his race; and at times, he was thought: 


+. and dark, like the ſun. 3 when he car- 


_ ries 2 eloud on his face; but he looks after- 
wards on the hills of Cona. 

| Oſcar paſſed the night among his fathers , 
gray morning met him on the banks of can. 


A green vale ſurrounded. a tomb, which 
aroſe in the times of old. Little hills lift their 
head at 2 diſtance; and ſtretch their old trees 
to the wind. The warriors s of Caros fat there, 
© 
92 — e . vital ferrugine tent. 

4 ä 8 1 d. 


=... 


i * 


ſtrength. 
the midſt of a thouſand foes? — Many a © 


A \ 5 45 
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for they bad paſſed the ſtreem by night. 
They appeared, like the trunks of aged n 


to the pale light of the morning. | 


— FEY 


a Oſcar ſtood at the tomb, and raiſed 3 


his terrible voice. The rocking hills ecchoed 
around: the ſtarting roes bounded away. And 
the trembling ghoſts of the dead fled, ſhriek- 


ing on their clouds. So terrible was the 


voice of my ſon, when he called his friends. 
2 


oo thouſand ſpears roſe aw the — 
of Caros roſe, —— Why, daughter of Toſcar, 
aA that tear? My ſon, thoughs alone, is bra- © 

Olear is like a beam of the-ſky ; be turns 


I and the people fall, His hand is like 
the arm of a ghoſt, when he ſtretches it from 
a cloud: the reſt of his thin form i is unſeen: 
1 the people die in the vale. 


My ſon beheld the approach of he FAY | 


and he me in the ſilent darkneſs of his 
— Am I alone, ſaid Oſcar , in 


ſpear. is there! many a darkly - rolling 


eye! —— Shall I fly to Ardyen? —— But 
did my fathers ever fly! —— The mark 1 


their; arm 1s in a \ thouſand: battles. — Oſear 


C 


10 


} | ; | 
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too will be renowned. Come, ye dim . 
ghoſts of my fathers , and behold my deeds 
in war! I may fall; but I will be re- 
nowned like the race of the on Nor- 
r * | 


He ſtood dilated in his place, like a flood 
| ſwelling in a narrow yale, The battle came, but 
they fell: bloody was the ſword, of Oſcar. 
The naiſe reached his people at Crona ; they 
came like a hundred ſtreams. The warriors of 
Caros fled, and Oſear gemained like a rock 


left by the ebbing lea. ; = 
| | Now 


») This paſſage is very like the ſoliloquy of Ulyiſes 
upon a ſimilar occafion. 


Miuci sy, Ti ra; u pay aH 
ælus C Hον1l, 

TIAsbuy rag To 08 wy riney G 

Mzvog & c. H oM. II. II. 

What farther ſubterfuge, what hopes remain? 

What ſhame, inglorious if I quit the plain? 

What danger, fingly if I ſtand the ground, 

My friends all ſcatter'd, all the foes around? 

Yet wherefore doubtful ? let this truth ſuffice ; 

The brave meets danger, and the coward. flies : 

To die or conquer proves a hero's heart 

And knowing this, 1 . a ſoldier's part. 
Heh Por, 


Sf 
Fa 


d 


- 
f 
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Now dark and deep, with all bis 1 


Caros rolled his might along: the little ſtreams 
are loſt in his courſe; and the earth is rocking 
round. Battle ſpreads from wing to wing; 


ten thouſand ſwords gleam at onee in the ſKky.— 


But why ſhould Oſſian ſing of battles? — For 
never more ſhall my ſteel ſhine in war. I re- 
member the days of my youth with ſorrow; 
when I feel the weakneſs of my arm. Happy 
are they who fell in their youth, in the midſt 
of their renown! — They have not beheld the 
tombs of their friends; or failed to bend the 
bow of their ſtrength. — Happy art thou, 
o Oſear, in the midſt of thy ruſhing blaſt. 


Thou often goeſt to the fields of thy fame, 5 


where Caros fled from thy lifted lwords. 


| Darknefs comes on my ſoul, o Gale a 
ter of Toſcar, I behold not the form of my ſon 
at Carun: nor the figure of Oſcar on Crona, 


The ruſtling winds have carried him far away; 


and the N of his father 1s ſad. 
3 ; 

But lead me, © Malvins, to the found of 
my woods, and the roar of my mountain- 
ſtreams. Let the chace be heard on Cona; that 1 
muy think on the days of ve years. — And 
9 | bring 


F 


4 
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bring me the harp, o maid, that 1 may touch 
it, when the light of my ſoul ſhall arife. — 
Be thou near, to learn the ſong; and future 
times ſhall hear of Oſſian. 


The ſons of the feeble' hereafter will lift 
the voice on Cona, andy looking up to the 
rocks, ſay, Here Oſſian dwelt.” They ſhall 
admire the chiefs of old, and the race that are 
no more: while we ride on our clouds, Malvi- 
na, on the wings of the roaring winds. Our 
voices ſhall be heard, at times, in the deſart; 
and we ſhall ſing on the winds of the rock. | 


13 
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tur youth is like the dream of the hunter 
on the hill of heath. - He ſleeps in the 
mild beams of the ſun; but he awakes amidſt 
a ſtorm; the red lightning flies around; and the 
trees ſhake their heads to the wind. He looks 
back with joy on the day of the | Gas and . ö 


Pie teen, dreams of his reſt >, 05 b. 


6 * Yi a = | 

2 mis chona, 21 e. the Maud of waves, Wis d ada = 

try of Scandinavia, ſubjec to its. own king, but 

depending upon tfie kingdom of Eochlin. — This 

poem is an epiſode introduced in a great Work 

compoſed by Offian, in which the actions of his | 

friends , and his beloved lon Oſcar, were interwo- : 
D le oe The Work itſelf is loſt, but ſome epiſ- "M 
| __ _odes,. and the ſtory of the 4 are handed 5 
down by tradition, There are ſome now living , | 

0 who, in their youth , have Renee. the Peer re- 


- peared. 4D 


ike 2-24 6 


«A 
. — ? l ©- 2d 
* f 7 of 
. 1 | | 
1 _ *% 


# 
b * _ + 4 BAT 1 
; . 5 
” | han 4 ad 1 
a ; , : * 7 IF. 4 
» : f P - 7 * * 


* 


* 


30 Tur WAR oF INIS- THONA: 


When ſhall Ofliar's youth return, or nis 
ear delight in the ſound of arms? When ſhall 
1, like Ofcar, travel *) in the light of my 


ſteel? — Come, with your ſtreams, ye hills of 


Cona , and, liſten to the voice of Oſſian! The 
ſong riſes, like the ſun, in my ſoul; and my 
heart feels the joys of other times, 


1 behold my towers, o Selma! and the 
oaks of thy ſhaded wall: — thy ſtreams ſound 


in my ear; thy heroes gather round. Fingal 


Fes in the midft; and leans on the ſhield of 
Trenmor: — his ſpear ſtands againſt the wall; 

he liſtens to the ſong of his bards. — The 
deeds of his arm are heard; and the actions cage 


the king in his youth, 


Oſcar had returned from the chace, and 


heard the hero's praiſe, — He took the. ſhield 


of Branno *) from the wall; his eyes were 


filled 


þ * rn in the greatneſs of his nc. 


2 ISAIAH, Ixiii, I. 


x 9 This is Branno, the father of Everniity, and grand- 
father to Oſcar; he was of Iriſh extraction, and 


lord of the country round the lake of Lego, — 
His great actions are handed down by tradition, 
and his hoſpitality has paſſed into a proverb. 


PR Wo 
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filled with tears. Red was the cheek. of youth. 
His voice was trembling low. My ſpear ſhoole 
its bright head in his hang: he grid to Mor- 
ven e King 67 4 


Fingal ! thou king of heroes! Offiar jan, -next 


to him in war! "Is; have fought the battle in 
your youth ; your names are "renqwned in 
long. — Oſcar i is like the miſt of Cona: I ap- 
my and vaniſh. — The bard will not know 

name. —— The hunter will not ſearch 
in — 9 heath for my tomb. Let me fight, 0 
heroes, 1 in the battles of Inis - thona. | 'Diltant is 
the land of my war! — ue ſhall, not hear 5 
Olcat's Jail. Some bard may find me 
there, and give my name to the ſong. — $f keck 
The daughter of the ſtranger ſhall ſee my tomb, 
and weep over the youth that came from - afar. 
The bard ſhall. ay, at the feaſt , hear the Jong, 


of Oſcar from. the diſtant land. 
Oſear, e the king of 1 25 5 mog 


ſhale fight, ſon of my fame! — Prepare my 


dark · boſomed ſhip, to carry my hero to Inis-' 


thona. Son of my ſon , regard our fame; —— 
for thou 'art of the race of renown. it bet 


the children of ſtrangers lay, feeble are the 


ſons of Moryen! —— Be. thou, in N like 
1 | the 


f 


} 


. 


* 


2 
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— 


— 
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hut now, begun the king, I am old; the 
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the roaring ſtorm: mild as the evening ſun in 
peace. —— Tell, Oſcar, to Inis - thona's king, 
that Fingal remembers his youth; when we 
ſtrove in the eunhat together in the days f 
Agandecca. 

| They li lifted up the ſounding fail; the wind 
whiſtled through the thongs “) of their maſts. 
Waves laſhed he oozy rocks: the ſtrength of 
ocean roared. — My ſon” beheld, from the 
wave, the land of groves. He ruſhed into the 
ecchoing bay of Runa; and ſent his ſword to . 
Annir king of ſpears. W e 

The gray baired hero roſe, "when he fw 
the ſword of. Fingal. His eyes were full of 
tears, and he remembered the battles of their 
youth. Twiee they lifted the ſpear before the 
lovely Agandecca: heroes ood "far 4iſtant, as 


it two ghoſts contended. 5 9 


ſword lies uſeleſs in my hall. Thou who art 
of Morven's race! Annir has been in the ſtrife 
of ſpears; but he is pale and withered now; 


"Bk the: d ef Lano. <1 have no ſon to meet; 
thee with joy; or to carry thee to the halls: of 
his fathers. IO. is pale in tomb, and 


Ruro 


») Leather - thongs were uſed in Offian' s . inffead. 
n ropes. 


A * O's „W * a 82 Dl 


| hall of 8 oo he — to -behold .. _ 
tomb. — Her ſpouſe ſhakes ten thouſand . 
ſpeats; and comes *) Uke a cloud of death from 
Lano ! Come thou, to ſhare the feaſt of ä 
Mn fon of Penarth m „ 3 


"1 


S 2 21 1 bd 


Three A they feaſted beet ; on the 
fourth Annir heard the n name of Oſcar ___— 
| © "They 

N 0 "OY > 44444] > WIS 

) cormalo had reſolved on a war agiinft His fu - 

- ther- in-law, Annir king of Inis · thona, in order to 
; deprive him of his kingdom: the injuſtice dE his | * > 2 

deeſigns Was ſo much reſented by Fingal, that he 
: is ſent his grandſon, Oſcar, to the aſſiſtance of WE : 
Aunir- Both armies came ſoon to battle, in "op #1 
* Which the conduct and valour of Oſtat obtained | 
A complete vigtory. An end was put to the © _ 
. war by the death of Cormalo , Who fell in a 
|  fingle combat, by Oſcar's hand. —— Thus is Te . 

+ the ſtory delivered down by tradition; though 

» the poet, to raiſe, the character of bis len; ma- < S 1 
: kes Oſcar 8 propoſe the expedition, „ 
0 8 * ir Was W in thoſe 47 of heroiſm, an in- 
N % fringement upon the layys. of hoſpitality, to aſk | 
2 4 the name of a ſtranger, before he had, eaſted | " i 
1 ſigtree days W * . 
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They rejoiced in the ſhell "7 ; and purſued | 
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Beſide the fount of moſly 8 the 3 
heroes reſk The tear ſteals in ſecret from An · 
nir: and he broke the riſing ſigh. — Here 
darkly reſt, the hero ſaid, the children of my 
youth. —— This ſtone is the tomb of Ruro: 
that treè ſounds over the grave of Argon. Do 
ye hear my voice, o my ſons, within your 
narrow houſe? Or do ye ſpeak in theſe ruſt- 
ling leaves, when the winds. of the deſart able? 


King of Inis- thong , ſaid Oſcar, — bell 


: the children of youth? The wild boar often 


ruſhes over their tombs, butt he does not disturb 


the hunters. ny purſue deer *) formed of 


TONE” ke N clouds, 
that aſks. 1 bnd e is, to this 
day, an opprobrious term applied, in the north ; 

to the inhoſpirable. | ge” if ng 


2 *) To rejoice in the ſhell is a «kn for Fealting 


ſumptuously and drinking freely, I have 'obſer- | 
ved in a preceding note, that the ancient Scots 
drunk in es 8 5 \ 


%J The notion of Offian concerning the ſtate of the 


led, was the ſame with that of the ancient 
Greeks, 


» 


= —_— 
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clouds, and bend their airy bow, — They 
ſtill love the ſport by woo youth ; and mount 


ſouls purſued in their ſeparate ſtare, the employ- 
ments and pleaſures of their former life, 


ſ 
# * 


Arma procul, currusque virum miratur mauer. 


Stant terra defixe haſte , paſſimque ſoluti 


Per cumpum paſcuntur equi, que gratia currunm 


/ Armorumque nit ofvis; que cura, nitentes 
: os frere ger J A. e tellure repoſtos. 
. 75 ö VIX 0. F 
- Ts chief beheld their chariots from afar ; 
Their ſhining arms and, courlers train'd to war t 
Their lances fixd in earth, their ſteeds around, 
Free from the harneſs, graze the flow'ry ground. 
The love of horſes, which they had, alive, 
And care of chariots, after death ſurvive, / 
, DRYDEN. 
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Greeks 1 Romans. They- imagined, that the 7 


Te 46 per eic evo nan * neunen, 5 
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- Connalo , replied the king, is. chief of ton 
 » © thouſand ſpears; he dwells at the dark - rolling 
waters of Lano ©); which ſend forth the cloud 
of death. He came to Runa's ecchoing halls, 
and ſought the honour of the ſpear ). The 
| __  yourh was lovely as the firſt beam of the ſun; 
5 | nd 
Now I the ſtrength of Hercules behold, 
A tow'ring ſpectre of gigantic mold; 
Gloomy as night he ſtands in a@ to throw 
Th' aerial arrow from the twanging boy. 
| Around his breait a wond'rons zone i is roll'd, 
1 | Where woodland monſters gri in freited gold, 
There ſullen lions ſteruly ſeem to roar, 
The bear to growl , to foam the tuſky boar, 4 
There war and havock and deſtruction tood, 
And vengeful ** red with human blood. 
? Por, 


a 
4 


2 Lano was a lake of Scandinavia, remarkable, 
in the days of Offian, fot emitting a peſtilential 
vapour in autumn. And thou, o valiant Ducho- - 
mar, like the miſt of matſhy Lano ; when it ſails 
W 
oa ow: > | 7 


— 


| E | | f 89 By the honour of the ſpear is meant a kind af 
* tournament n among the ancient northern 
| nations, 


f 
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and few were they who could meet him in- 
fight! — My heroes vielded to Cormalo: 
and my daughter loved the ſon of Lano. 

Argon and Ruro returned from the chace; 


the tears: of their pride deſcended: —— They © 


rolled their filent eyes on Runa's heroes, be. 


- 


cauſe they, yielded to a ſtranger; three days 
they feaſted yith,;Cormalo; on the fourth my 
Argon fought. —— But, who could fight with 
Argon! —— , Lano's chief Was overcome. His 
heart Heelled With the grief of pride, and he 
reſolved, i in Jets to behold, the death of my. 
ſons. 4 Tb 
They went to the pille of "pacing 1 pur- 
fn. the dark- brown hinds. The arrow of Cor- 
malo flew in ſecret ; and my children, fell. He 
came. to the maids of his mon to Inis - - thona's, 
dark - haixed maid. — They fled oyer the 
defart — and Annir remained alone. n 
XY Night came on, and day appeared; nor Ar- 
gon's voice, nor Ruro's came.” At length thelr © 
much - loved dog is ſeen; the fleet and bounding 
Runar. He came into this "tf and howled; 
and ſeemed to look towards the place of their 
fall. — We followed him: we found them 
hers: and laid them by this moſſy. ſtream. 
3 is the haunt of Andir; When * chace 
11 OT e 
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of the hinds is over. I bend like the trunk of | 
an aged oak above them: and 
ever flow, _ | . 1 


O Ronnan'! 11d the cling — Ogar 
| king of ſpears! call my heroes to my fide, the 
ſons of ſtreamy Morven- To- day we go to 
Lano's water, that ſends forth the cloud of death, 
Cormalo will not long rejoice: dean is often 
at the point of our ſwords. | 


They came over the deſart like. ſtormy 
clouds, when _ the winds roll them over the 
heath: their edges are tinged with lightning : 
and the ecchoing groves. foreſee the ſtorm. , 
The horn of Oſcar's battle was heard; ; and N- 
no ſhook in all its waves. The children of the 
lake convened eroung the e Thield of 


Corm alo. 


Oſcar fought, as he was, — 4 in 1 battle, 
Cormalo fell beneath his ſword: and the ſons 
of the dismal Lano fley to their ſecret vales. — , 
Oſcar brought the daughter | of Inis - thons . o 
Annir's eechoing halls. The face of age was ; 
bright with joy; he bleſt the king of ſwords. . 
How great was the joy of Oſſian, when 
he beheld the diſtant ſail of his ſon! it was li- 
ke a tloud of light that riſes in the eaſt, when 


/ 


200 4. AGE OO MV cETM 
\ a , 


| the traveller is fad in a Jend;pnknown; and 
dismal night, with her ghoſts, is . 


him. ö i 


We brobpbt bim, with forge „to Wes 8 


halls.' Fingal ordered the feaſt of ſhells to b 


ſpread. ' A thouſand birds raiſed the name of 
Oſcar: and Morven anfwersd-t6! the noiſe. The 
daughter of Toſcar was there, and Her voice 


mes, in the evening, on e n 


0 \ lay me, ye that ſee the 1 gebt, neür 5 
me rock of my hills: tet "the Hick bez 17 


around, let the ruſtling oak be neafa 


be the place of my reſt; and let the ſound of 


the diſtant torrent be heard. Daughter of To- 
ſcar , take the harp, and raiſe the lovely ſong 
of Selma; that ſſeep may overtake my ſoul in 


the midſt of joy; that the dreams of my youth 


may return, and the days of the 8 Fingal. 


Selma! 1 behold thy towers , thy trees, 
and ſhaded wall. I ſee the heroes of Morven; 
and hear the ſong of bards. Oſcar lifts the 
ſword of Cormalo; and a thouſand youths ad- 
| mire its ſtudded thongs. They look with won- 
der on my ſon; and admire the ſtrength of his 
HT ' C4 | BT arm. 


8 - \ 


was lilce the harp; When the diſtant unde 
ruſtling bree! 
my © offs yale. T.. STE OR. 
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arm. They merke che. joy of his father's""eyes; 5 
they long for an equal fame. ft e ie 
| E 
And ye ſhall have your fame ,o ſons of 
en Morven. — My ſoul is often bright · 
ened with the ſong; and 1 remember the com- 
panions of my youth, -p But *r deſcenda 
with the. ſound of the harp; and pleaſant 
dreams begin to riſe, Ye ſans of the chace, ſtand * 


far diſtant, nor disturb my reſt. The bard, of 
other times converſes now with his fatherszo the 
chiefs of the days of old. —— Sons of the 
_ Chace, ſtand * e disturb not 5 Af run 
of * 14% 2 
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82 the diſtant land, who dwelleſt i Fro 


ers cell! do, 1 hear the ſounds 


5 


grove? or is it the voice A {hy ſongs ? The + x3 


* "1 2 
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J This poem is . nor does it appear from 


1 


tradition, that it was introduced, as an epiſode , 
into any of Oſſian's great works, — It is called, 
in the original, Duan @ Chuldich, or the Culdee's 


1 "becauſe it was addreſſed to one of the 


firſt Chriſtian miſſiouaries, who were called, from 
„e life, Culdees, or © ſequeſtered per- 


e eee ee 


that, which was the ' foundation of the Iliad. 


2 1 on his return from ireland; after he had 
expelled Swaran from that kingdom; made a 
feaſt to all his heroes: he forgot to invite Ma- 
ronnan and Aldo, two chiefs, who had nor 
been along with him - on his expedition; They 


© reſented his uy and went over to 'Erragon 
f | 2 3 $1.3 1 king 


* 
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rent was loud i in my ear, but I heard a tune- 
ful voice; doſt_ thou praiſe the chiefs of A 
land; or the ſpirits of the wind? 

lonely dweller of the rock! - loo 1410 
heathy plain: thou ſeeſt green tombs, 0 
their rank, Whiſtling groſs; with their ſtones of 
moſſy heads: thou ſeeſt them, ſon of the oo, 
but Oſſian's * have failed. | 


PR 
| 
2 


* 


A mountain ſtream comes roaring down, 
at ſends its waters round © a green bill: four 
moſly ſtones, in the midſt of withered graſs , 
rear their heads on the top: two trees, which 
the ſtorms have bent, ſpread their whiſtling 

SiS, ran- 


king of Sora, a country of Scandinavia, the de- 
dlared enemy of Fingal. The valour of Aldo ſoon 
- gained him a great reputation in Sora: and Lor- 
ma, the beautiful wife of Erragon, fell in love with 
dim. — He found means to eſcape with her. 
and to come to Fingal, who ended then in Sel- 
ma on the wettern coaſt, — Erragon invaded 
Scotland, and was ſlain in hende by Gaul the ſon 
ol Morni, after he had rejected terms of peace 
2 ++ offered him by Fingal. — In this war Aldo fell, 
| in a fingle combat, by the hands of his rival Er- 
ragon; and the unfortunate Lorma amn 
| "God of grief. | 


— — — — = . - > = co 
An Ad - 2 — . *%% au 
„„ * * 
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| rocks, and en. hends of the mqunthing 19 
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Ar EN. „ 9 


branches around This is is thy dwelling 10 
Erragon *); this thy narrow houſe: the ſound 
of thy ſhells has been long forgot in Sora? 
and thy ſhield is become dark in thy hal... 
Erragon, king of ſhips! chief of diſtant Sora! J 
how haſt thou fallen on our mountains ) 
How is . ne es „ ee AGE og heat | 
[1.351 "SEL 19.25% >: 

Len of the ſecret 88 doſt thou delight 
in ſongs? Hear the battle of Lora; the ſound 
of its ſteel is long ſince paſt. So thunder on 
the darkened. hill roars and is no more. The 
un returns with his filent heams: the glittering | 


* OS 
2 * 6 \ Hr . * 
. : q 4 « 
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*) Erragon, or Ferg - -thoun Y ſignifies the rage of tbe 
waves; probably a poetical, naine given him by 


"tr ' Offian himlelf; for he goes Ty the name of Au: . ; 
g kr : nir in tradition. , | 
DO The beauty of Israel is [lain on ty big places 
80 how are + the tar fallen == 
J ry Tv ing $A II. wy N 
| : 
+ fg How are the mighty fallen in 2 midst of 4 fl 
$ehzo { battle! O Jonathan , thou waſt ſlain-in thine high | 4 
places, 8 3M 8 AM. II. 2h 3 
; F Fo 


n 


woods; the feaſt of the hill was ſpread. Our 


of man Sed __ the king of 99 — 


1 


— 
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The bay of Cona received our r ſhips. _ 


* Ullin's rolling waves: our white ſheets 


hung looſe to the maſts: and the boiſterous winds 
roared behind the groves: of Morven. —— The 
horn of the king is founded, and the deer ſtart 
from their rocks. Our arrows flew in the 


joy was great on our * for the al of the 
terrible Swaran, - . 


— 


Two heroes were forgot at our feaſt; And 
the rage of their boſoms burned, "They rolled 
their red eyes in ſecret : the gh. burſt from 
their breaſts. They were ſeen ta talk together, 
and to throw their ſpears on earth. They were 
two dark clouds, in the miſt of our joy; like 


pillars of miſt on the ſettled ſea: it glitters to 
the Jun, but the mariners fear, a ftorm, 


Raiſe | my White falls, did Ma- - ronnan, raiſe 


them to the winds of the weſt; let us ruſh, 
0 Aldo, through the foam of the northern wa- 
ve. We are forgot at the feaſt: but our arme 


have been red in blood. Let us leave the hills 


His 


4 . "0 p % * » 
i * + A ö * 4 * £4 * " 
r 3.57 1 
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) This was at Fingal's return from his way againſt 


* WW 
- Swaran. 
* * 


4 3 ©: A PHONES in ot 
His countenance is fierce; and the war darkens 
round his ſpear. Let us be ne 0 Alda, "4% 
in the battles. of ecchoing Sora, 

They took / their ſwords - 1 ſhields of : 
thongs; and ruſhed to Lumar's ſounding bay. 
They came to Sora's haughty king, the chief 
of bounding ſteeds., —— Erragon had returned 
from the chace: his Pert was red in blood. 
He bent his dark face to the ground; and 
wWhiſtled as he went. He — the ſtran- 
gers to his feaſts: they fought. and . ä 
in his wars. — 5 

Aldo bee hi foe a Sore! $ 
lofiy walls. From her tower looked the 
ſpouſe of Regen „the humid, rolling eyes of 
Lorma.— Her dark - brown hair flies on the 
wind of ocean: her white breaſt heaves, like 
Mow on the heath; when the gentle winds 
ariſe, and ſlowly move it in the light. She 
ſaw young Aldo, like the beam of Sora's ſetting 
ſun, Her ſoft heart ſighed: tears filled her 
f eyes ; and her white arm ſapported her head. 


Three days The At within the hall, and ; 
covered grief with joy. —— On the fourth ſhe 
- fled with the hero, along the rolling ſea, — 
They came to W moſſy Ro to. Fingal 
** of — he | 


; 4 M | 
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Aldo of the heart of pride! ſaid the riſing 
king of Mörven, {hall 1 defend thee from the 


wrath of Sora's injured” king? who will now | 


receive my people into their halls, or give the, 
feaſt of ſtrangers, - nee Aldo, of the little ſoul, 
has carried away the fair of Sora? Go to thy 
hills, thou feeble hand, and hide thee in thy 
caves; mournful is the battle we muſt fight, 


with Sort's gloomy king. —— Spirit of the 


noble Trenmor! when will Fingal oeaſe to 


fight? I was born in the midſt of battles *), 


and my ſteps muſt move in blood to my tomb. 


But my hand did not injure the weak, my ſteel : 
did not touch the feeble in arms, —— I behold 


_ rf tempeſts, o Morven, which will overturn 
my halls; when my children are dead in batt- 
le, and none remains to dwell in Selma. Then 
will the feeble come, but they will not know 
my tomb: my renown is in the ſong: and my 
actions ſhall Vo! as A dream to Faun times. ; 


ä | His people gathered around Durs, „ 
the ſtorms wound the ghoſt of night; : when *% 


*) comhal the father of Fingal was ſlain in battle, 
| againſt the tribe of Morni, the very day that Fin- 
gal was born; ſo that he may, with propriety, 


— 


be ſaid to have been born in the midſt of battles. 


1 
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calls them from the top of Morven, and ptepa - 


res to pour them on the land of the ſtranger.— gf 2 
He came to the ſhore of Cona, and ſent” his 
bard to the king; to demand the combat of _ 
thouſands; or the land of many hills. | 
Fingal fat in his hall, with bea e 
of his youth around him. The young heroes 
were at the chace, and far diſtant in the deſart. 
The gray haixed chiefs talked of other times, 
and of the actions of their youth; when the 
aged Narthmor 2 came, the king, of er 
. 2 To 
941 This is no time, begun me chief, w "HM * 
the ſongs of other years: Erragon frowns on 
the coaſt, and lifts ten thouſand ſwords. Gloo-  _ Þ8 
my is ihe king among his chiefs! he is like the, - 


We 2 moon 7 amidſt the meteors of night. | : 

Come, ſaid Fingal, from thy hall, thou. 1 
FP of my”. love; come from thy hall, | 1 
Bosmina ** )., maid of ſtreamy Morven! Narth- 


er 1 the 8 of the ſtrangers, and © 
{mas 


* 


| ft: 15 1 
1 9 1 mor , ect 6 va | Lora, noiſy. 
1] Bos - mhina, ſoft. and tender band. ns; Was ; the - 
_ youngeſt of Fingal's children. 
Wh Theſe were probably horſes taken in the incur- | 
ſions eue . into nnn. 9 
| | which | 0 


4? 


_- 


| 
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attend the daughter of Fingal: let her bid the 
$ e vl; ore to our feaſt, to Selma s ſhaded 
wall. Offer him, o Bosmina, the peace 
of bn) aol the wealth of generous: Aldo: 
our Fyouths are es E and age. is on our 
en hands. ein 
She came to the hoſt of Eragon Ile A 
| irc of light to a cloud. In her right 
hand ſhone an arrow of gold; and in her left 
a ſparkling ſhell, the ſign of Morven's peace. — 
Erragon brightened in her preſence, as à rock 
before the ſudden beams of the ſun; when 
they iſſue from a broken cloud, divided by the 
roaring wind. N t5 53 


Son of the diſtant Sora, begun the mildly- | 
bluſhing maid, come to the feaſt of Morven's 
king, to Selma's ſhaded walls. Take the peace 
of heroes, o warrior, and let_the dark ſword 
Teſt by thy tide. —— And if thou chuſeſt the 
wealth of kings , hear the words of the gene- 
rous Aldo. —— He gives. to Erragon an hundred 
ſteeds , the children of the rein: an hundred 
maids from diſtant lands; 5 an hundred hawks 

with fluttering ving 4 that fly acroſs the ſky. 
| Pp 


Aten Wes to — inthe phreſe of che 
ſeeds of ſtrangers. 


0 A P 0E Mc | 10. \ 


An hundred re *) ſhall alſo be thine to 
bind high · boſomed women; the friends of the 
births of heroes, and the eure of the ſons of 
toil. —— Ten ſhells ſtudded with gems ſhall 


ſhine in Sora's towers: the blue water trembles 


on their ſtars, and ſeems to be ſparkling wh 
ne. —— They gladdened once the kings of 
the world *), in the midſt of their ecchoing 
halls. Theſe, o hero, ſhall be thine; or thy 
white · boſomed ſpouſe.— Lorma ſhall roll 
her bright eyes in thy halls ;. though Fingal 
loves the generous Aldo: Fingal, —— 
who never injured a hero, tongs his. arm is 


0 dan. $ ; r « 4 q 3 1 


* 


* 


| a 9 Sanfiiied ue ; till voty SE wed N 
8 A many families in the north of Scotland they 

| were bound about women in labour, and were 
| + ſuppoſed to alleviate their pains; and to accelerare 
the birth. They were impreſſed with ſeveral. my- 


| ks about the-woman's waiſt , as accompanied with 
| . . and geſtures, ' which ſhewed the cuſtom 
Z * hare come n from the druids. 05 


P 4 The Roman emperors. Theſe ſkells were Lathe 
| of the ſpoils of the province: 


ical figures, and the ceremany of binding them 


__ 


- 


* 
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Soft voice of Cona! replied the king, tell 


dim, that he ſpreads his feaſt in vain, — 
Let Fingal pour his ſpoils around me; and 


bend beneath my power. Let him give me 
the Gvords of his fathers, and the ſhields of, 
other times; that my children may hehold them 
in my halls, and ſay, *Theſe are the arms of 
Fingal.” » | 

Never ſhall they behold them { in thy halls, 
ſai& the riſing pride of the maid; they are in 
the mighty hand of heroes, who never yielded 
in war, —— King of the ecchoing Sora! the 
ſtorm is gathering on our hills. Doſt thou not 
forſee the fall of thy people, ſon of the diſtant 
land? 5 

She came to Selma s ſilent halls; the king 8 
beheld her down - caſt eyes. He roſe from his 


place, in his ſtrength , and ſhdok his aged 
locks. —— He took the ſounding mail of Tren- 


mor, and the dark - brown ſhield of his fathers. 
Darkneſs filled Selma's hall, when he ſtretched 
his hand to his ſpear; —— the ghoſts of thou- 
ſands were near, and foreſaw the death of the 
people. Terrible joy roſe in the face of the 
aged heroes: they ruſhed to meet the foe; 
their thoughts are on the actions of other Fan! 


and on the fame of * tomb. 


Now 


1 < * 
8 * * * ; * * " * ; 
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Now the dogs of the chace appeated at 
Trathal's tomb: Fingal knew, that his young 
heroes followed them, and he ſtopt in the midſt 
of his courſe. —— Oſcar appeared the firſt;'— 
then Morni's ſon, and Nemi's race: Fereuth * 
ſhewed his gloomy form: Dermid ſpread his 
dark hair on the wind. Offian came the laſt. 
O ſon of the rock , 1 hummed the ſong 
of other times: my ſpear” ſupported. my ſteps 
over the little ſtreams, and my thoughts were 
of mighty men. Fingal ſtruck his boſly ſhield; 
and gave the dismal ſign of war; a thouſand 
. ſwords | * Ya at once mllkeathed” . gleam on 
the waving heath. Three gray - haired ſons. of 
ſong raiſe the tuneful, mournful voice: — 
Deep and dark with ſounding ſteps, we ruſh, - 
a gloomy ridge, along : like the” ſhower of 
a ſtorm, when it pours on the narrow vale, _ 

T3 as cuth, the ſame with Fergus, the man of F 
PT... word, or a commander of an army. 
as) The poet addrefles, himſelf to the Culdee. 


ee He ſpake; and to coufirm his words, our - & a ; 
Millions of flaming ſwords „ drawn. hom the + 


_ tlughs 
of mighty Cherubim; the ſudden blaze 
Far round illumin'd hell. MIL To v. 
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| The king of Morven ſat on his hill: the 
ſun beam *) of battle flew on the wind : the 
companians of his youth are near, with all 
their waving locks of age, —— Joy roſe in 
the hero's eyes, when he beheld his ſons in 
war; when he ſaw them amidſt the lightning 
of fwords, and mindful of the deeds of their 
fathers. —— Erragon came on, in his ſtrength, 
like the roar of a winter - ſtream: the battle 
hone in his courſe, and death is at his ſide. 


| "Who comes, ſaid Fingal , like the bound.” 
ing roe , like the bart of ecchoing, Cona? 
His ſhield plitters on his ſide; and the clang 
of his armour is mournful.— He meets 
with Erragon in the Arlfe! — Behold the 
battle of the chiefs! - If W like the con- 
tending of ghoſts in a gloomy ſtorm.— But 
falleſt thou, ſon of the hill, and is thy white 
boſom ſtained with blood ? Weep, Rents Lor- 
ma, Aldo is no mote. 4 


The king took the ſpear of his ſtrength; 
for he was ſad for the fall of Aldo: he bent 
his deathful eyes on the foe; but Gaul met 
* L have obſerved in a former note, that the ſtands 
ard of Fingal Was, called the ſun · beam, from its 
being ſtudded with ſtones and gold. : 


a0 A po EM: 


The 1 mg: 


fight = the ene 2 
fell. 4 1 
8 Weng ß Cond Ren ie) aloud, ſtop 


os hand of death. —— Mighty was he, that 


is now ſo low! and much is. he . mourned in 
Sora! The ftrangec will come. towards his hall, 
and wonder why it is ſilent. The king is fal- 
len, o ſtranger, and the joy of his bouſe is 


ceaſed.—— Liſten to the ſound of his woods: 0 


perhapꝭ his ghoſt is there; b t he is far diſtant, - 
dn Morven, betieath the ſword of a foreign foe. 

Such were the words of Fingal, whenzthe 
FMS raiſed the ſong of peace; we, ftopped our 
uplifted ſwords, and ſpared the feeble foes 


We laid Erragon in that tomb; and 1. Failed \ 


the voice of grief: the clouds of night” came 


rolling down, and the ghoſt of Erragon appear- 
ed to Ge — His fate was * cloydy and 


dark; and an half - formed ligh is in his breaſt, 


— Bleſt be thy | foul, 0 o king of Sohn: thine . | 


aun Was terrible in war! 

Lorma lat, in Aldo hall, at the light. of 
a famthg oak: the night came, but he did not 
return ; and the ſoul of Lorma is ſad. 
What detaing thee, hunter of Conn? for thou 


didlt promiſe to return. las the deer 


a4 * : D 3 %y 8 Ken 


hich of > Sora! —— Who can relate the 
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been diſtant far; and do the dark winds ſigh; 
round thee, on the heath? I am in the land 
of ſtrangers, where is my friend, but Aldo? 
Come from thy gy hills, ay n be · 
loved! 13 4 


Her eyes are turned towards the Fete and 
ſhe liſtens to tlie ruſtling blaſt. She thinks, it 
is Aldo's tread, and joy riſes in her face: 


but forrow returns again, like a thin cloud on 
the-\moon. —— And thou wilt not return, 


my love? Let me behold the face of the hill. 
The moon is in the eaſt. Calm and bright 
is the breaſt of the lake! When ſhall I hear 
his voice; loud and diſtant on the wind? Come 
from thy ecchoing hills, hunter of ny carer 


His thin ghoſt. appeared „on a rock, like 
the watry beam of the moon, when it ruſhes 
from between two clouds J and the midnight- 
ſhower is on the field. — She followed 
the empty form over the heath, for. ſhe knew, 
that her hero fell. —— I heard her approaching 
cxies on the wind, like the mournful voice of 
the breeze When it fi bn on the N of the 


cave. 


Ache came, the 2 3 hero: 8 
Was n no more: ſilent ſhe rolled cher fad, 


eyes; 


— iS . — 
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eyes; ſhe was pale as a watry cloud, that riſes 
from the lake, to the beam of the moon. 


Few were her days on Cona; ſhe ſunk 
into the tomb: Fingal commanded' his bards; 
and they ſung over the déath of Lorma. The 
daughters * *) of Morven mourned her for one 
day in the year, when the dark. winds of” au- 
tumn returned. . 41 


Son of the diſtant Jl . thou qwelleſt 
in the field of fame: 0 let thy ſong riſe, at 
times, in the praiſe of thoſe that fell: that 
their thin ghoſts may rejoice around thee ; and 
the ſoul of Lorma come on a moon - - beam *** . 
when thou lieſt down to reſt , and the moon 
looks into thy cave. Then ſhalt thou ſee her 
lovely; but the tear is fall on her cheek; 


' 


*) The 8 of Israel went 8 to 8 the 
daughter of Jephthah the Gileadite, four days in a 

„ JuDGES xi. go. . 
„The poet addreſſes himſelf to the Culdee, _ 
. ) Be thou on a moon - beam, o Morna, near the 
window of my reſt; When my thoughts are of 


by” ! and the din of arms is over. * 
- FINGAL, 5 l. 


—— 
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RA "2 BEEN . Sit. 2 ; 5 
1 not Oſſſan hear a voice? or is it the 
- | ſound of days, that are no more? Often 


the ercning- fun on my foul. | The noiſe of 


: ©) Conlath was the youngeſt of Morn?s ſons J and 


s the memory of former times come, like 


Fe 


* 
* 
7 


2 


brother to the celebrated Gaul, who is fo often 
mentioned in Oſſian's poems. He was in love with 
-Cuth6na the daughter of Rumar, when. Toſcar 
the ſon of Kinfena, accompanied by Fercuth his 
friend, from Irelaud, at Mora where Conulath 


* Welk. He Was hoſpitably received, and accord- 


ing to the cuſtom of the times, feaſted three 
days with Conlath. On the fourth he ſet fail, 
and coaſting the iſland of waves, probably one of 


the Hebrides, he ſaw Cuthona hunting, fell in 


love with her, and carrted her away; by force, 
in his fhip. He was forced, by ſtrels of weather, 
| Into I- thona, a deſart Ille. In the mean time Con- 
| hath, hearing of the rape, ſailed after him, and 
found him on the Yup of failing for the coaft of | 


+ | 7. | By eland, 


— N * 
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the chace is renewed; and, in thought, I lift 

the ſpear.— But O an did hear a voice: 

Who art thou, ſon of the night? The ſons 

of little men are aſleep , and the, midnight 

wind is in my hall. Perhaps it is, the ſhield 

of Fingal, that ecchoes to the blaſt ; : it hangs in 

Oſſian's hall, and he feels it ſometimes. with 

his hands. — Les! - I. hear, thee, My 

friend; long has thy voice been abſent from. mi- 

ne ear! What brings thee, on thy cloud, to - 
Oſſian, ſon of the generous Morni? Are the ..> 


t n of wy aged n. "om thee? Where is Oſcar, 
| + Inet N 0 55 70 


„ ” , * 0 
— '$1 * N | 9 7 = _- 2 L F A . 7 gf 1 
* 4 * 1 N „ : 93 d og ” ” - 


- — * — — — 
—— — 


1 


pA 1 reland, They Wa ; * they, eu mch bello 
ers fell by mutual wounds!” Cuthéna did not 
long ſurvive: for ſhe died of grief the third. daß 
aer. Fingal, hearing of their unfortundte death; 
ſent Stormab the ſon of Moran, do bury them: but 
Slag. forgot to ſend a bard to- ſing the funeral ſong 
over their /tombs. The ghoſt of Conlath emne , 
long after, g Offian” to. intrrat him, ig transmir 
do poſterity, his and Cuthona's fame. For it was 
the oplnian of the times , that the bone ot che 
70 qeceaſed were not happy „ till their elegies Were 
compoſed by a bard. — Thus is the ftory of 

— 1 Poe handed down Fe | 


Ds 


* 
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fon of fame? — He was often near thee, 
o Fan when the din of battle roſe. | 


GnosT of Cox rar n. 

Sleeps the ſweet Voice of Cona, in the 
mĩdſt of his ruſtling hall? Sleeps Offian in his 
Hall, and his friends without their fame? The 
Fea rolls round the dark I- thona *), and our 
tombs are not ſeen by the ſtranger. How long 
ſhall our fame be unheard, fon of the ecchoing | 


Norvei 2 kin | 


2 3-84 *- = G 086 IAN. 

O that mine eyes could behold a 
thou fitteſt, dim, on thy cloud! Art thou like 
the miſt of Lano; or an half - exſtinguiſhed 
meteor ? Of what are the ſkirts of thy robe? 
Of what is, thine airy. bow? —— But he is 
gone on his blaſt, like the ſhadow of miſt. — 
Come from thy wall, my harp, and let me 
hear thy ſound. Let the light, of memory riſe 
on I- thona; that 1 may behold my friends. 
And Oſſian does behold his friends, on the 
dark blue Iſle. — The cave of Thona ap- 
pears , with its moſſy rocks and bending trees. 


A ſtream roars at its mouth, 4 Toſcar bends 
over 


* 


7) I- thonn, iſland 1 waves , one of the uninhabit- 
ed weſtern iſles. 4 


U 


over its courſe,  F excuth is fad by his ſide: 
and the maid ©) of his love ſits at a diſtance x 
and weeps. Does the wind of the waves decei · 


ve * Or Ho L heat hem e I 


5 15 | 
itt; | 1 4 14 * 
To, SCAR. 7 


| The night was ſtormy. From, their hills 
the groaning oaks came down, The. ea darkly- 
tumbled beneath the blaſt, and the roaring, \ Wa,, 
ves, were climbing againſt our rocks. — | 
lightning came, often and ſhewed "the A 
fern. — Fercuth IL Taw the ghoſt of night ** ). 
Silent, he ſtood, on that bank; his robe of wilt 
flew on the wing, = 1 could behgld his tears: 
an n aged man be ſeemed, and full of RS 


* 
og 
4 


erte „ 
It was thy father; 6 Toſtar; anck he fore- 
ſees ſome death among his race. Such Was his 
DE hey. an 


Md 5361 4 anne 
) Curhona the : of Rumar, whom, Toſcar | 
had carried away by forcftdee. 
We Was long thought, in the north of Scotland, 
that ſtorms Were raĩiſod by the ghoſts of the deceas 
ſed. This notion is ftill entertained by the vulgar : | 
for they think, that whirlwinds, and fudden 
"os of wind are öccaſioned by ſpirits , who). 
transport themſelves ,' iu that manner, from one 
| - place to another, | 


FR > * 


1 
| 
1 
} 
( 
| 
( 


> 
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appearance on Cromla; before the great Ma- 
ronnan *) fell. —— 'Ullin *)! with thy hills 
of graſs, how pleaſant are thy vales! Silence is 
near thy blue ſtreams, and the fun is on thy 
fields. Soft is the ſound of. the harp in Sel- 
ma ***), and pleaſant the cry of the hunter on 
Cr6mla. Bur we are in the dark 1. thona, ſur- 
rounded by the orm. The billows lift their 
White heads above our 6 Locks: and we trenble 


SEP Pt” F3 4 (+ 


RY the night. 1 09 2 
g . 0 SC . | 
"Whither is the ſoul of battle. fled" Fercuth 
with the locks of age? 1 have » ſeen thee undaunt- 


ed in danger, and thine eyes burning with 
joy in the fight. Whither is the foul of battle 


fled? Our fathers never, feared. Go! view 
the ſettling, ſea: the ſtormy wind is laid. The 
hillows, t;ceremble was on "the deep; and 


— 9448 ſeem 
* IIa - rotinan was this brother of Toſcar : the trans- 
lator has a poem in hi poſſeſſion concerning the 
extraordinary death NI „ 
) Ulſter in Ireland Nittel +] | 
+ #%) Selämath — AIRS, to © Abad he name of 
Toſcar's palace, on the coaſt» of Ulſter , near the | 
mountain Cromla, the frene of the pee Poem, 
) the fade of ocean ſieeps , © Tf 
Aud a ſtill horror ſaddens alliche Lach ip ite 
| Sars Homer. 


© 


n 


AV OM PO E M., 6x 


ſeem to fear the blaſt, - But view the 1 
ſea morning is gray on our rocks. The ſun 
will look ſoon from inn eaſt; ; in all his * 
of light. EE 


halls of generous Conlath. My courſe was by 
the iſle of waves; Where his love ' purſued the 
deer. I ſaw her, like that beam of the ſun, that 
iſſues from the cloud. Her hair was on her 
heaving breaſt; ſhe, bending forward, drew the 


bow: her white arm ſeemed, behind her, like | 


| the ſhow of Cromla. Come to my . | 
I. faid, thou huntteſs of the iſle of waves! But 
ſhe ſpends her time in tears, and. thinks of the 


generous Conlath. Where 1 find d Ne J 
Cuthona, lovely maid! . di Wl 


c- Hun ). 

A A" diſtant ſteep bends over the ſed, with 
aged trees and moſſy rodks: the billows roll at 
its feet? dn its fide is the dwelling” of roes. 
The people call it Ardven. There the towers 
of Mora riſe. There Conlath looks ovet the ſea, 

ee ee ee, yi * for 
*) Cu-thona, the -mournful ſound of the waves; a 


poetical namer given her by Oſſian, on account = 


of her moutniug to the ſound of the Waves; her 
name in tradition is Gorm- hal, mo blue - el | 
5 Word, & BY | 


— 


I lifted up We aus with joy, before ths | 


, 


7 
: 


— 


6 CONLATH any CUTHONA: 


for his only love. The daughters of the chace 
returned, and he beheld their down- caſt eyes. 
Where is the daughter of Rumar? But they 
| anſwered not. My peace dwells on Ard. 
ven, ſon of the diſtant land! | 
91 ToSsc AX. 

5 find: Cathona ſhall return to her peace; 
to the halls of generous Conlath. He is the 
friend of Toſcar: I have feaſted in his halls. — 
| Rife, ye gentle breezes of Ullin, and ſtretch: 
my fails towards Ardven's ſhores. Cuthona ſhall 
reft on Ardven: but the days of Toſcar will be 
fad. —— I ſhall fit in my cave in the field of 
the ſun. The blaſt will ruſtle in my trees, and 
I ſhall think it is Cuthona's voice. But fhe is 
diſtant far, in the halls of the ny un. 


CurTnona. 
Oh! what cloud is that? It carries the 
ghoſts of my fathers. I ſee the ſkirts of their: 
robes, like gray and watry miſt. When ſhall; 
I fall, o Rumar? — Sad Cuthona ſees her 
death. Will not Conlath behold me, before 1 
enter the narrow houſe? “) | 
OS 4a wi: wi £324 
And he will behold thee, o ds he comes 
along the rolling ſea. The death of Toſcar is 


*) The grave, 


A Y 


dark on his ſpear; and a wound is in his fide, 
He is pale at the cave of Thona, and ſhews 
his ghaſtly wound ). Where art thou with 
thy tears, Cuthona ? the chief of Mora dies. — 
The viſion grows dim on my mind: —— I 


behold the chiefs. no more. But, o ye bards of 
future times, remember the fall of Conlath with 


tears: he fell before his day *); and ſadneſs 


darkened in his hall. . His mother looked to his 


ſhield on the wall, and it was bloody ). . 
She knew, that her hero died; and her ſorrow 


was heard on Mora. 


Art thou pale/on thy rock, . be- 


ſide the fallen. chiefs? The night comes. and 
| the 


3 venit imago 

Conjugis, ora modis adtollens pallida r 
Crudelis aras , trajectaque pectora ferro 
Nudavit. <' Vine 


9 


the ghoſt appears 
Of her unhappy Lord: the ſpecter ſtares, 


And With erected eyes his bloody boſdm bares. 
DRYDEN. 


**) Nam quia nec fats merita nec morte peribat , 
Sed miſera ante diem, NW. 'VIRG. 
) it was the opinion of the times, that the arms 
left by the heroes at home, became blopdy the 
very inſtant their owners were killed, —_ ar 

eyer lo great a diſtance. a 


8 4 
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the day returns, but none appears to taiſe their 
tomb. Thou frighteneſt the ſcreaming fowls ) 


_ away, and thy tears for ever flow. Thou art 
Pale as a watry cloud , that riſes from a lake. | 


The ſons of the deſart came, and they 
found her dead, They raiſe a tomb over the be- 
toes; and ſhe teſts at the fide of Conlath.— 
Come not to my dreams, o Conlath; for thou 
haſt received thy fame. Be thy voice far diſtant 
from my hall; that ſleep may deſcend' at night. 


O that I could forget my friends: till my foot- 


ſteps ceaſe to be ſeen! till T come among them 


9 The ſituation of Cuthona is ll thas of Rizpah, 


Saul's miſtreſs, who fat by her ſorts, after they had 
been hanged by the Gibeonites. 

7. ane Rizpah, the daughter of Aiah, took ſack- 
cloth, and ſpread it for hgr upon the rock, from 
the beginning of the harveſt, until water dropped 

on them out of heaven, and ſuffered neither the 
birds of the air to reſt on them by day, nor the 
beaſts of prey by night. 2 8AM. XXI. 10. 


with joy! and lay =y _ limbs in the nar - 
row houſe! | | 


\ 


- 4 ; 
5 


days of other years! —— The mur- 


dee ot thy ſtreams, o Lora; bringe back the 


l ol may . The . of thy woods, 
4 | WT 13% 119219 3d * 


g 4 * 
8 » +4 1 %4 
WIL. I; A 


©) This: ee ie ue We ee it, as © 
of moſt of Offian's compoſitions, tragical. In 
the dime of Comhal the ſon of Trathal, and fa- 
meter of the celebrated Fingal, Cleſtämmot the ſon 
* of Thaddu, and brother of Mora, Fingal's Mother, 
Vas driven by a ſtorm into the river Clyde,, on 
tte banks of which-ftood Balclätha, à "town be · 
longing to the Britons between. the walls, He 
Vas hoſpitably received by Keuthamir, the prin- 
cipal man iu the place, ho gave him Moina 
a his only daughter i iu marriage. Reuda, the ſon 
of Corms”, a Briton who was in love with Moi- 
na, came to Reuthdmir's houſe, and "behaved 
© haughtilytowards Cleſsamutor.” A quarrel inſued, 


in which Reuda Was killed; the Britons, why 
attended him, preſſed ſo hard on Cleßammor, that 
i „ 


: 


tale of the times of old! The deeds of 


1 
4 


— —— — ä — ee ee Rn — 
— — DW 
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6 _ CARTHON: 
in mipe ear, Doſt thou 

a rock wit its head of 

heath? Three * firs bend from its face; 


green is the narrow plain at its fegt; there the 
flower of the mountain os and ſhakes its 


white head in the bre Far thiſtle is the- 
* , 3 
9 10 en n e 2127 & 


he us obliged to throw himſelf into the | Clyde, 

and ſwim to his hip. He hoiſted fail, and the 

. "wind being favaqutable, bore him out to ſea! 

He often endeavoured to return, and carry off his 

beloved Moina by night; bur the wane.” continu- 
"1 ny he was forced to deſiſt, © 


Moina , who had been left with, child by her 
| husband, brought forth a ſon = and died ſoon 
after. Reuthamir named the child Carthon, 
i. e. the murmur of waves , from the ſtorm which 
carried off Cleſsammor his father, Who was ſup- 
poſed to have been caſt away. When Carthon 
Was three years old, Comhal the father of Fin- 
gal, in one of his expeditions againſt the Britons, | 
took and burnt Balclutha. Reuthamir was kill- 
ed in the attack; and Carthon was carried ſafe 
away by his nurſe, who fled farther into the coun- 
try of the Britons. Carthon, coming to man's 
' eſtate, was, reſolved to reyenge the fall of Balclutha 
en Combal's poſterity. He ler fail, from the Cly- 
, 4 de ; 
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re alone, ind) ſheds its aged beard. Two ſto- 
nes, half ſunk in the ground, ſhew. their 
heads of moſs, The deer of the mountain 
avoids the place, for he beholds the gray 

ghoſt that guards it ); for the mighty lie, 
o Malvina, in the narrow plain of the rock. 
A tale of the times of old! the deeds of days 
of other years! 


Who comes from the land of ſtrangers, | 
with his thouſands around him? the 'fun- beam 
| pours its bright ſtream before him; and his 
air meets the wind of his hills. His face is 

- ſett- 


de, and, is on the chaſt of Morven, de- 
feated two of Fingal's heroes, who came to op- 
poſe his progreſs. He was, at laſt, unwirtingly 
killed by his father Cleſsammor, in a ſiugle com- 
bat. This ſtory is the foundation of the preſent 
| poem , which opens on the night preceding the 
death of Carthon, ſo that What paſſed before, is 
introduced by way. of epiſode. The poem js ad-! 
dreſſed to Malvina the daughter of Toſcar. 

4) It was the opinion of the times, that deer faw 
the ghoſts of the dead. To this day, when beaſts 
ſuddenly ftart without any apparent cauſe, the 
I IO Wow: 


ſ 2 
* 
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ſettled from war. Hie is calm as the evening 
beam, that looks, from the cloud of the weſt, 
on Cona's ſilent vale. Who is it but Com- 
hab's ſon ), the king of mighty deeds! He 
beholds his hills with joy, and bids a thouſand 


voices riſe. —— Ye have fled over your fields, 


ye ſons of the diſtant land! The king of the 


world fits in his hall, and hears of his people's 


flight. He lifts his red eye of pride, and takes 


bis father's ſword. Ye bave fled over your 
fields, ſons of the diſtant land! 


Such were the words of the bards, when 


they came to Selma's halls.—— A thouſand 


lights *) from the ſtranger's land roſe, in the 
midſt of the people. The feaſt is ſpread around; 
and the night paſſed away in joy. Whe- 
xe is the noble Cleſsadmmor ** ſaid the fair- 
haired F ingal! ? Where is the companion of my 
father, in the days of my joy? Sullen and 
dark 
+) Fingal rann, "As from an . apainkt - 
the Romans, which was celebrated by Offian in 
a particular poem, which is in the translator $ 
poſſeſſion. 
r) Probably wax- lights; Wi 3x . | 
as carried, . other booty, from the Roman 
province. 5 


ae) Cieſfamh - mör 5 3 OY 
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dark he paſſes bis days in the vale of ecchoing 
Lora: but, behold , he eomes from the hill? 

like a ſteed 5) in his ſtrength, WhO. finds bi? 


2 7! k * F. l p N * . e . 4 
* 8 s ie «I F +. +. 8 4 


aa os 


„ Haſt thon given the horſe ftrength? Haft thou clo- 
med his neck With thunder? He paweth in the 
| _ * Adds I n F 0's. 


y 


a "of Ne #7 bre Tl cards irros ubcnoag al. 
Lj. n 
auene, luke, th Hon. dl 


"The wanton courſer, thus with reins „ e d, 

Breaks from kis fall, aud beats the wing 

4444 2 1 ground; 

His head, now ; God, He toſſes to the Tkies ; 2 : 

His mane diſhevel'd o 'er his ſhoulders flies; 

He ſuuffs the females in the > diftumt p plain, AF 
Aud ſprings, exſuking, Porz. 
474} * 

„et aki, abraptis: t, Md te viueiey | 

Tandem liber equus , campogue petitus aperto 
Dn wa Ie in paſtus armentaque tendit equarum : _ 3 
ö — crxrecbisue fremit cervicibus alte „ 

n. a mo per cola, per urmos.. i 

* 0 VIS. e 


e thus with broken reins 5 1 
| The wanton courſer. vin 2h o'er 2 | | 3 


' 
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ſettled from war. He is calm as the evening 
beam, that looks, from the cloud of the weſt, 
on Cana's | filent vale. Who is it but Com- 
hal's ſon*), the king of mighty -deeds! He 


beholds his hills with joy, and bids a thouſand 


voices riſe. —— Ye have fled over your fields, 
ye ſons of the diſtant land! The king of the 
world fits in his hall, and hears of his people's 
flight. He lifts his red eye of pride, and takes 


bis father's ſword. Ye bave fled over your 
fields, ſons of the diſtant land“ 


Such were the words of the bards, when 
they came to Selma's halls. —— A thouſand 
lights *) from the ſtranger's land roſe, in the 
midſt' of the people. The feaſt is ſpread around; 
and the night paſſed away in joy. —— Whe- 
xe is the noble Cleſs\mmor *) ſaid the fair- 
haired F ingal * ? Where is the companion of my 


father, in the days of my joy? Sullen and 


dark 


5 Fingal returus "OR from an axpolicige againſt 
the Romans, which was celebrated by Offian in 

2 particular poem, which is 'in the translator's 
*r) Probably wax- lights; which are often mentioned, 
as carried, moe? other booty, from the Roman : 
Province. — i $1 | 


29) Cleſſamh - mer, mighty deeds. 


A 


A O E M. 


dark he paſſes his days in the vale of RETRY 


| . Lora: 


but, behold, he eomes from the hill » | 


like a ſteed “) in his ſtrength, who, finds hi? 
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„ Haſt thou given ran horſe ſtrength? Haſt thou de- 
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ca 4 ü ors gle cars iamos Exdoyong, 7 1 


Breaks from his | fall, and beats the 7 i 


4 Oualir bi abruptis fugit preſepia_ vinclis 
Tandem liber equus , campague petitus aperto 5 Ka 


thed his neck with thunder? He paweth in the 
valley, and um In . wy "£1 
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"The wanton courſer, thus with reins u | 


3443-*: 5 24 ground; . 
His head, now „ freed, his vole to the Tkies 3. 775 | 
Eis mane diſhevel'd o er his ſhoulders flies; 

He ſauffs the females in che | 
And ſprings , exſulting. 


lle in paſtus armentaque tendit equarum: 
—— arretisque fremit cervicibus alt? 8 


Laurie * . jube per colla, per armor. 


2 


Freed PRES a D 3 
re wanton courſer prances o'er the plains: 


| „ ; | . E Ws 2 £2 2 or 


20 c ARTHO N. 


companions in the bteete; and toſſes bis, bright 
mane in the wind. — Bleſt be the ſoul of 
Cleſsi\mmor , why fo long from Selma? 


| Returns the chief, ſaid Cleſsimmor, in thee 
midſt of his fame? Such was the renown of 
Combal in the battles of his youth, Often did 
we paſs over Carun to the land of the ſtran- 
gers: our ſwords returned, not unſtained with 
blood: nor did the kings of the world rejoice. — 

Why do I remember the battles of my youth? 
My hair is mixed with gray. My hand for- 
gets to bend the bow; and I lift a lighter ſpear, 
O that my joy would return, as when I firſt 
beheld the maid ; the white - boſomed 1 N 


of ſtrangers, Moina ) with the dark - blue eyes! 
| Tell, faid the mighty Fingal, the tale of 
thy youthful days. Sorrow, like a cloud on 

wel Cf. 


Or in the pride of youth | o'erleaps the mounds, 
« THRU the females in forbidden grounds. 
— Ober his ſhoulders flows his waving mane; 


He avg, he . he bears his head on high. 
Ow Ls ö DRYDEN. 


, >) 3 ſoft in temper and gen We find the 

Britiſh names in this poem derived from the Galic, 

| which is a proof, that the ancient language of the 
whole ifland was, one and the lame. : 


4 O E N. EE 2 


tho-ſiniithaige:the ſoul of Cleſsimmor. - Mourn- 
ful arei thy thoughts, alone, on the banks of 
the roaring Lora Lets us hear the ſorrow of 
«hy! you n, the—darkneſs" of thy days,” 4 
be et 90 gt. ee AY >! 
+ It was in the days bf Pace, Fephicll "the 
great Clefsminor”, T came „ in e ee 
ſhip P, to Balclutha's *) wall of t 
winds bad roared behind my ſails, 1 — 
tha's * 27 N ſtres ms received my ark - - boſomed 
veſſel. es days 1 remained in "Rey uthimir' $ 


— 40 ound 


halls, and ſaw that beam « of light, bis nnen 
The joy af the ſhell, vent rund, EE 1155 aged 
hero gaye the fair. Her breaſts were e "Aoi 
on the wave, and her eyes like rs | of e 

her hair was dark as the raven's wing: ber 
wys generous and mild. My leve for Moina 
Was. . a, my heart 3 TIP} Vece 


as s davok 1 E016 aol WO 


You "= 1 . e. the hd} of 9 we the 
ede er Bede? 0 102 eligt oY) 2 


* 


Ade, the ſignification of the ward i is bending, in 
a ion to the winding courle of that river, From 


. ; Clutha is derived i its Latin Nane . 
W _ T3 1 303-4.) | R 4 + 1 + 


_— Hege or chusch;, the. Galic ene of be river 
alen 


72 CARTH0N: 


The ſon of. Aa ſtranger camea a. thief 
=% loved the white - boſomed Moina. His, words 
were mighty in the; hall, and he often half: 
unſhegthed his fort. - Where, he ſaid, 
is the mighty Conilyy , the reſtleſs wanderer) 
28 heath? Comes he, with bis hoſt, to 
| YL eh N ſo 1 5. 
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a 1 Pe its own. 0D without 2 in 
the midſt of ah though the valiant are 
diſtant far fir. . Stranger! thy words are migh- 
ty, for lese mor is alone. But my ſword 
tretybles by my ſide, 3 and longs to glitter in 

t. — Speak no more of Nun 


F abt ie e ee 


* | 3 _— 
: £ 1 5 ; 4 * * #4, 29 5 5 
i of 1 „ 1 116 5 


5 „eiche Arength" of his pride aroſe, We 
- © fought; he fell beneati my ſword. The banks 
of Clutha heard his fall, and a thouſand ſpears 
glittered around. I fought: the ſtrangers prevail - 
ed: 1 plunged into, the ſtream of Clutba. My 
white fails roſe over the waves, and. I bounded 
on 
== 4" The wor 1 iu 2 na here : condi, yy 
"wanderer, is Scuta, which i is the true origin of the 
Sloti of the Romans; au opprobrious name im- 
poſed by the Britons, on the Caledonians, on ac- 
count of the continual incurſions into their country, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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on tlie dark · blue ſea. — „Moina balle to 
the ſhore, and rolled the red eye of her tears; 
her dark hair flew on the wind; and I beard 


her crie s. Oſten did I turn my ſhip 2 ? 


but the winds of the Eaſt prevailed. Nor Cluthd 


ever ſince have I ſeen, nor Moina of the dark - 
brown hair. —— She, fell in Balelutha : for 
I heveoſeen her ghoſt. 1 knew her as ſhe ca- 
me thraugh the duſky night, along the mur · 
mur of Lora: ſhe was like the new moon) 
ſeen through the gathered-aniſt; when the Ky 
pours down its "O_ ſnow ,. _ the would 4s 
2 and. dark. 4 IG ae dei 


OR oe 1 „ uw 9011 „ Ralle 
4 ie e, Ii ira 
) Inter quas cow a valnere Dido '' + 


_ +,  Errabat ſylva in magna? quan e * 
rw 8 vr primum jaaa ſtetit,  agnovitque per Wakes * 
N © Obſturam, alem primo qui ſurgeve" "Menſe 


4 "Aut videt, aut at vidiſſs putat 755 nbi lum, N. 


. ui r Hann 
a a ae. 
1 eg Fa \. eee enen 


us. Not far "I theſe We Dido god, 
5 Freſh from her wound, her boſom dat d in blood. 
++ Whom when the Trojan hero hardly, know 


| Oben in things, and with a doubtful view, Ke 


\ +. Doubtful as he who runs thro* duſky night, 
Sil at thinks, nn moon wean & 


eh it +57 #- DAYDEN, 
#3 yard * , E „ GY} 511 21 
f 8 
* \ 


for - | ' 
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74 C'ARTHON: 


"Raiſe ), ye bards, did the mighty Fin» 
Net ,-'the: praiſe of unhappy Moina. Call her 
_ ghoſt, with your. ſongs, to our hills; that ſhe 

may reſt with the fair of Morven, the ſun- 
beams of other days, and the delight of herbes 
of old. — 1 have ſeen the walls * of 

Baleluths, but they were deſolate. The fire 
| had reſounded in the halls; and the voice of 
the people is heard no more. The ſtream of 

Clutha was removed from its place, by the 
fall of the walls. —— The thiſtle ſhook, there, 
its lonely head: the moſs whiſtled- to the wind. 
The fox looked out, from the windows, the 
rank graſs of the wall waved round his head. — 

Deſolate is the e of Moina, ſilence is 
: c ++: eee e Dae? Tt ee 1 in 

Sn eim n . 

* The title of this poem, in the original, is Miu 
| $a, „i. e. The. poem of the Hymns: probably 
„ on account of i its many, digreſſions from the ſub- 

PT - ; je, all hig ane im 8 lyric ee as this 
oy ſong of Fingal. Fingal is celebrated by the Iriſh 
hiſtorians for his Wisdom in making ls, his 
poetical genius, and his fore - knowledge of e- 
"Vents. — O Flaherty goes ſo far as ko fay, that 
"Tye laws were reel we his own time. 


el. 


* ee compare this paſſage with the 
thres laſt verſes of the 13th chapter of Iſaiah; he- 
re the prophet forerels the deſtruction of Babylon. 


” \ 
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in the houſe-of her fathers. —— Neaiſe the 
ſong of mourning, o bards, over the land of 
ſtrangers. They have but fallen before us: fory 
one day, we muſt fall. —— Why doſt thou 

build the hall; ſon of the wingedl days? Thou 
lookeſt from thy towers towday,;, yet a few 
years, and the blaſt of the deſart comes; it 
howls in thy empty eourt, and whiſtles round 
thy half - worn ſhield.— And let the blaſt 
of the deſart come! we ſhall be renowned in 
our day. The mark of my arm ſhall be in the 
battle, and my name in the ſong of bards. 
Raiſe the ſong; ſend round the hell: and et 
joy be heard in my hall. When thou; 
ſun of heaven, ſhalt fail! if thou fhalt fail, 
thou mighty light! if thy brightneſs is for 3 
ſeaſon, like TS our fame fhall ſurvive thy 
beams. irre e 443." - 
Such was the ſong of Fitipaly inn the dey 

of his joy. His thouſand bards Tetined” forward 

from their ſeats, to hear the voice of the king? 
It was like the mufic of the harp on the 
gale of the ſpring. '—— Lovely were thy 
thoughts; o Fingal! why had not Oſſian the 
ſtrength of thy ſoul? —— But thou ſtandeſt 
alone, my father; and en can "REIN the ag 
of And 2 B | ; 2 RN. 


The 


76 c ART H ON: 
The night paſſed away in ſong, and morn- 
di returned in joy; — the mountains ſhew- 
ed their gray heads; and the blue face of 
ocean ſmiled.—— The white wave is ſeen 
tumbling round the diſtant rock; the gray miſt 
riſes, ſlowly, from the lake. It came, in the 
figure of an aged man; along the ſilent plain. 
Its large limbs did not move in ſteps; for a 
ghoſt ſupported it in mid air. It came towards 
Selma's hall, and disfolved in a ſhower of blood. 
The king alone beheld the terrible fight, 
and he foreſaw the death of the people. He ca- 
me, in ſilenge, to his hall; and took his fa- 
ther's ſpeat· The mail rattled on his breaſt. 
The heroes roſe around. They looked, in ſilen- 
ce, on each other, marking the eyes of Fin- 
gal. ——' They ſaw the battle in this face: 
the death; of armies on his ſpear. —— A thou- 
ſand ſhields, at. once, are placed on their arms; 
and they drew a thouſand ſwords. The hall 
of Selma brightened around. The gclang of 
arms aſcends; —— The gray dogs howl in 
their place. No word is among the mighty 
chief. — Each marked the eyes of ta 
king; and half aſſumed his ſpear. 

Sons of Morven, begun the king, this is 
no time to fill the ſhell. The battle darkens 
„ 9 \ | 2 near 


* 1 „ 
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near us; and death hovers over the land. So: 
me ghoſt, the friend of Fingal, has fore warn - 


ed us of the foe.— The ſons of the firans 


gers come from the darkly -rolling ſeas; For, 


from the water, came the ſign of: Morven's 
gloomy danger. —— Let each) aſſume his 
heavy ſpear, and gird on his father's ford. 
Let the dark helmet riſe on every head; 4 
the mail pour its lightening from every Fe. — 


The battle gathers like a E and bon 


ſhall ye hear the roar- of death, x HP 


„ X 1 


The W | mak on TT bis hoſt, | Us | 


a cloud Wies a ridge of heaven 8 "fire; ; when 
it 


; 7 Ev Py Tis my turd c d — a. : 


His ſharpen'd ſpear ler every Grecian wield, 
Anme "rr 


SM een 8 


5 : ; p LY 
Cos * 1 4 5 i 


1 His adamamine coat gird well, ok a * 


Pit well his helm, gripe faſt his orbed ſhield, 


Borne ev'n or high; for this day will pour down, 


If I conjecture right, no drizling ſhower, 8 
Bur rattling torn of arrows barb ' d with fire. 
. %;; Ho ol " Milton. 


z . £ . 
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* 2%  CARTHOMN: 
it ponds: on the ſky of night, and mariners 
foreſee: a ſtorm. On Cona's riſing heath they 
ood: the white - boſomed maids beheld them 
above like a groye; they foreſaw the death of 
their youths, and looked towards the ſea with 
; fear. The white wave deceived them for 
diſtant fails, and the tear is on their cheek. | 


ta z Dad. 1" | 
EF <1. The fun roſe on the ſea, and we beheld 


a diſtant flegt, — Like the miſt of ocean 
v1.” they came; and poured their youth upon the 
. coaſt. The chief was among them, like 

the ſtag in the midſt of the herd. —— His 
ſhield is ſtudded with gold , and ſtately ſtrode 
the king of ſpears. He moved towards 

Selma ; his thouſands moved behind. 


So, with thy ſong of peace , ſaid Fingal; | 
go, Ullin, to the king of ſwords. Tell him, 
that we are mighty in battle; and that the 
ghoſts of our foes are many, —— But re- 
_ nowned are they who have feaſted in my halls! 
they ſhew the arms *) of my fathers in a 
| WE, | for- 


# 3 " 1 
1 # - "= 
5 © < - 
1 1 - 44 % 1 . i ' 
5 


* ſe x Was a font among the ancient Scots, to ex- 

arms with their gueſts, and thoſe arms 

Wire preſerved long in the different families, as 
_ monuments of the friendſhip, which ſubſiſted be- 

5 tween their anceſtors. 


1 
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foreign land: the ſans of the ſtrangers nder vi" 


and bleſs the friends of Morven's race; ſor our 
names have been heard afar; the kings 5 'the 
world:ſhook: in the midſt of their people. 


ner Yo. 85 


Wa" cn + ws 


Ullin went with his ſong. Fingal reſted 
on bis ſpear : : he ſaw the mighty foe in his Ar 
mourz and he bleſt the brane, x ſon. 


bis Tay 
2201 44 5 5 10 2 243. 4 '# * 1 7 


? 


How dately art thos” , ſon of the ih aid 
the king of woody Morven. Thy ſword i is a 
beam of might by thy ſide: thy ſpeat is a fir 
that defies the ſtarm, The varied face of the 
moon is not broader than thy ſhield.  —— 
Ruddy is thy. e of youth.” oft: the nen 


his memory be — — The daughter of 
the ſtranger will be ſad, and look to the rol 


ling, fea: —— the children will ſay, We ſee 
cen ſhip; perhaps it, is the king of Balelutha. 
The tear ſtarts from their -mother's ene. Her 
thoughts are of bis het leepe in Monven. - 


1 Such were . — of the king, Y "hn 
Ullin came to the mighty Carthon; he threw 
down' the ſpear before him; and raiſed | the ſong 
of pence, Ty 
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king, or lift the ſpear of war. 
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-W _. CARTHON: 


Come to the feaſt of Pingal, Danton, 
Hoor:He rolling ſen ! partake the feaſt of the 
The ghoſts of 


our foes are many: but renowned 


"Behold that field, 0 8 many a green 
hill riſes there, with, moſſy, ones and ruſtling 
graſs ; theſe are the tombs of aver s foes, the 


fons of the, rolling, ſet, En wt 


Doſt thou ſpeak” 005 "the feeble in 41 
ſaid Carthon , bard of the woody Morven? Ii 
my face pile for fear, ſon of the peaceful ſong? 


Why, then, doſt thou think to darken my 
| foul with the tales of thoſe who fell? 


My arm has fought in the battle; my renown 
is known” afar. Goto the feeble in arms, and 
bid them yield to Fingal.— Have not I 


| ſeen the fallen Balelutha? And ſhall” 1 feaſt with 
Comhal's ſon? Comhal lei Who threw his fire in 


the midſt of my father's hall! I was young, 
and knew not the cauſe why the virgins wept: 


The columns of ſmoke pleaſed mine eye, when 
they roſe above my walls; I often looked b 


with gladnefs, when my friends fled along the | 
- hill. —— But when the years of my youth | 
5 I beheld the moſs of my fallen walls: 
Fan,, e . 


K t 7 
4 * 
are the 
% 
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my ſigh 16 with the morning, and my tears 
defcended with night,” =" all 1 not bght ) 
1 aid. to my ſoul, againſt 0 children of my 
foes? And I will hay 0 * 1 feel the 


1 of my ſoul. * ; #35, 


| His, people cathwed 289 3 7 "7 
dogs at once,. their ſhining. ſwords. He (ui 
in the midſt, like a pillar o fire; 0 the tear 
| half- ſtarting from his eye; for he thought of the 
fallen Balelutha, and the crowded pride df his 
wWul aroſe. Sidelong he locked up to the hill, 
where our heroes ſhone in armer the - ſpear 
trembled in his hand; and, here forward, 


18 ſeemed to threaten the kings 


7. ' 0 10 . 


1 een Is aid Fingal to bis ſoul, meet, at + I 


* 


a; the king? Shall I cop him, in A's midſt 


of his courſe ; before his fame ſhall, ariſe ? But 
the bard, hereafter, may lay, hen "Ye ſees 
the tomb of Carthon; Fingal took his thouſands, 


= 


along with him , to battle » before the noble 


Carthon fell. No: : — bard of the times 


to come! thou Halt not t leſſen Fingal's" fame. 
My heroes. will fight. the. youth, and Fingal 

behold the battle. If he qyercomes ,, I ruſh, 
in my ſtrength, like the roaring a of Cona, 


* 
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82 _CcARTHON: 


Wo, of my heroes, will weet is ſoh 
of the rolling ſea ? Many are his warriors oh 
the coalt ; and Rong i is bis aſhen Tpear! 


Cathul *) roſe, in his ſtrength, [the hi 
of the mighty Lormar: three hundred youths 
attend the chief, the race 2 of his native 

ſtreams. Feeble was his arm againſt Carthon', 
as fell; and his heroes fled. f 


Connal Iv cafimdacd; the 1 [but he 
broke his heavy ſpear: he lay bound on the 
** and * purſued his eee 


8 faid the king — of” Mor- 
ven, where is uy, ſpear. of thy ſtrength? Wilt 
thou 


. * 1 0, _ a 
15 Py = 8 ty * 


1 #) Cath hull, the . 


1 Ir appears, from this paſſage," hs clanſhip was 
2 eſtabliſhed, in the days of Fingal, though not 
on the ſame end With the arm tribes in the 

north of nene 1 


"a — This Connal i is very much celebrated, in | ancient 
: poetry, for his wisdom and valour: there is 2 
ſctmall tribe ſtill ſubfiſting, in the North, who pre- 
XLS org pete rs | — 


! | / 8 Fingal did — then now, that Carthon wa = 
the ſon of Cleſtammor. 


thou behold Connal bound; thy friend, at the 4 
ſtream of Lora? 'Riſe , in the light of in N 

thou friend of Combal. Let the youth of Bal. 
| cluths 1 * ene of Morven's 0. . 


; lie ble in th: Fe", of his ſteel, . 
ae his. grizly .locks. | He fitted the ſhield. to 
his ae and ruſhed, in the pride af valour. 


5 BY 2 


” a RK: on 2, heathy rock, and 

ſaw the heroes approach. He loved the terci- * 
ble joy of Bis face; and his ſtrength, in eke 

locks of age. —— Shall 1 lift that ſpear, ble 
id, that never r ſtrikes , but once, a foe? . Or | — 4 
ball 1. with the words of peace, preſerve the 
warrior's life? Stately are "his ſteps. of age! — 
lovely the xemnant of his years. * Perhaps it is 4 
the love of Moina; the father - -of car; borne ' ©” 
Carthon. 3 Often have I heard, that he dwelt . 
at the ecchoing ſtream of Lora. 


Sach were "his words; „ when — 5 | 
Enthi and lfted high bis'ſpear. The youth _ © 


J 


t received it on his ſhield, and ſpoke, the words 
2 of peace. — Warrior of the aged locks! A 
s Is there no- youth. to lift the ſpear?. Haſt thou 


no ſon, to raiſe the ſhield before bis, father, 5 _— 
and to meet . the.arm - of youth? Is the ſpouſe 
8 öͤöXõÄ»v 8. 


e e 
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34 CARTHON: 


of thy love no more? or weeps ſhe. over the 
tombs of thy ſons? Art thou of the kings of 
men? What will be the fame of ay om x 
thou ſhalt fall? — 1150 
N It will be great, thou fon = vie! Segith 
(the tall Cleſsimmor, I have been*rehowred in 
battle; but I never told my name *) to a foe. 
Yield to me, ſon of the wave, arid then thou 
ſhalt know 5 that the mark of wy 6 ſword is in 
many a field. e OM aſp 
| I never yielded, King of ſpests! replied 
the noble pride of Caithon : 1 have alſo fought 
in battles; and 1 behold my future kane. De- 
ſpiſe me not, thou chief of men; "my arm 
my ſpear i 18 ſtrong. Retire among thy 13 
and let young heroes "fight. : 
Why doſt thou wound my Pol” replied 
Cleſsimmor with. a 71 Age does not tremble 
on my hand; 1 11 n "Lift the ford. Shall 
eb iD, 10 12a wr? rede 1 fly 
1 To tell caps name to un enemy, Was regkoned,, 


in thoſe days of heroiſm; a manifeſt evaſion gf 


wipe : fighting him; for, if it was once kuown , thar 

wh; 1 ii endſhip ſabſiited , of old, ' between the ange. 

| lors of the combatants k the battle inunediartl; 

a) "taled ; and the ancient amity of their forefathers 

= \ 30 Va renewed. A man who tells his name to his 
enemy, a of old an ignominious term for a 


e * Y 
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T fly in Fingal's ſight; in the ſight” of him 
1 loved? Son of the ſea! I never fled: '1exalt” 
thy pointed ſpear. Bj T Jodi” | 
They fought, like two eee winds, 
Jew ſtrive to roll the wave. Carthon bade his 
ſpear to err; for he ſtill thought, that the ſoe 
was the ſpouſe of Moina. — He broke 
Cleſsammor's beamy ſpear in twain: and ſeized 
his ſhining word. But as Carthon was bind- P 
ing the chief; the chief drew the dagger of + 
his fathers. He ſaw the foe's uncovered fi de; 
and opened, there, a wound. 8 


"Fingal faw Cleſsimmor low: he moved in 
the found of his ſteel. The hoſt ſtood filept,. 
in his preſence; they turned their eyes towards 
the hero. . He came, like the ſullen noiſe 5 
of a ſtorm , hefore the winds ariſe; the hunter 
hears it in the vale 5 and retires to the cave 
of the rock. 2323 

Carthon ſtood in his K the blood i is 
ruſhitis down his ſide: hne ſaw the coming | 
down of the king; and his hopes of fame aro- 
ſe *): but pale was his cheek; his hair flew | 
*) This exprefſion admits of a double meaning, ei- 
| ther that Carthon hoped to acquire glory by kill- 

* ing Finga?; or to de reudered famous 175 "falling ; 
: By Eos . 


86 CARTHON: 


looſe ; his helmet ſhook- on high: the force 
of Carthon failed; but his ſoul was ſtrong. | 


Ss Fingal beheld the hero's blood; he ſtopt 
ttdh/e uplifted ſpear. Yield; king of fwords faid'\... J 
| 


Comhal's ſon; I behold thy blood, Thou haſt 
E- 3 been mighty in battle; and thy Foes wry 
never fade. 


rt hon the king 10 far ns. re- | 
plied the car- borne Carthon? Art thou that: 
| light of death that frightens the kings of the 
world? But why ſhould Carthon aſk? for he is 
like the ſtream of his deſart; ſtrong as a river 5 
in his courſe; ſwift as the eagle of the ſky. — 
O that I had fought the king; that my fame 
| 2 might be great in the ſong! that the hunter, 


beholding my tomb, might ſay , he fought 
with the mighty Fingal. But Carthon dies 
unknown; he has * out his force on ts 
feeble. | 


But thou ſhalt . not die unknown a ates. 
the king of woody Morven: my bards are ma- 
ny, o Carthon, and their ſongs deſcend to fu- 
ture times. The children of the years to come 


by his hand. The laſt is PR moſt probable, as 
Carthon is _ 9 


o 


— — 22 — 
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ſhall hear the fame ol Carthon; when they ſit 
round the burning oak *) „ and the night is 


| ſpent in the ſongs of old. The hunter, ſitting bY 
in the heath 3 ſhall hear the ruſtling blaſt; 4 


and 3 raiſ ing- his eyes b behold the rock where : TA | 


Carthon fell. He ſhall turn to his ſon 1 and 
ſhew. the place where the mighty fought ; ; 
„There the king of Balclutha fought, like the 
Og of a thouſand ftreams.” 


wi roſe in Carthon's face: he lifted his 
heavy eyes. —— He gave his ſword to Fin- 
gal, to lie within his hall, that the NE 
of Balclutha's king might remain on Morven, — . 
The battle ceaſed along the field, for the bard 
had ſang the ſong of peace. The chiefs gather- 
ed round the falling Carthon, and heard his 
words, with fighs. Silent they leaned on their 
ſpears, while Balelutha s hero ſpoke. His hair 
n in the * , and his words v were feeble. : 


1 8 
2 : 
\ : 


wy In the north of Scotland, till very lately, they 
burnt a large trunk of an oak at their feſtivals; 
it Was called the trunk of the feaſt Time had fo | 
much conſecrated the cuftom „that the vulgar 
thought i it a Kind of ſacrilege to disuſe it. 


4 
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| Ring of Morven, Carthon faid, 1 fall in 

the midſt of my courſe. A foreign tomb re- 
ceives, in youth, the laſt of Reuthfmir's race. 
Darkneſs dwells in Balctutha ; and the ſhadows 
of grief in Crathmo. —— But raiſe my re- 
membrance on the banks of Lora; where my 
fathers dwelt. Perhaps the husband of Moina 
will mourn over his fallen Carthon. 


His words reached the heart of Clefſsim+- 
mor: he fell, in ßlence, on his ſon. The 
hoſt ſtood darkened around; no voice is on the 
plains of Lora. Night came, and the moon, 
from the eaſt , looked on the mournful field: 
but ſtill they ſtood , like a. ſilent grove, that ; 
lifts its head on Gormal, when the loud winds 
are leid, and dark autumn is on the plain. 


Three days they mourned over Carthon 4 
on the fourth his father. died. In the narrow 
plain of the rock they lie; and a dim ghoſt 
defends their tomb. There lovely Moina is 
often ſeen; when the ſun - beam darts on the 
rock, end all around is dark. There ſhe is 
ſoen, Malvina, but not like the daughters of 
the hill. Her robes are from the ſtrangers 
land; and {ſhe is till alone. 


I” | Fingal 


Avon. 0 
er was ſad for Carthon; he deſired his 
bards to mark the day, when ſhadowy wn 


tumn returned. And often did they mark 
the day, f and ſing the hero's praiſe, Who co- 


mes ſo dark from ocean's roar, like autumn's 


ſhadowy cloud? Death is trembling in his 5 
hand! his eyes are flames of fire! Who 
roars along dark Lora's heath? Who but Car- 
thon king of ſwords ?- The people fall! how he 
ſtrides, like the ſullen ghoſt of Morven! —— 
But there he lies, a goodly oak, which ſudden 
blaſts overturned! When ſhalt thou riſe, Bal- 
clutha's joy! lovely car- borne Carthon ? , —— 
Who comes ſo dark from ocean's roar, like 
autumn's ſhadowy cloud ? 


Such were the words of the 3 in che 1 
day of their mourning: I have accompanied | 
their voice; and added to their ſong. My ſoul 


has been mournful for Carthon; he fell in We | 


days of his valour: and than, o a 


where is thy dwelling in the air? — Has 


the youth forgot his wound? And flies he, on 


| the clouds, with thee? — I feel the ſun, - 


0 Malvina, leave me to my reſt, Perhaps they 
may come to my dreams; ; think, 1 hear a 
| feeble voice. The beam of heaven. delights 

s A © r 


„ _ CARTHON: 


to. ſhine. on the grave of Carthon : I feel it 
warm. around. : TR 


O thou that rolleſt above 5 round as the 
ſhield of my fathers! Whence are thy beams, 
o ſun! thy everlaſting light? Thou comeſt 
forth, in thy awful beauty, and the ſtars hide 
themſelves in the ſky; the moon, cold and pa- 
te, finks in the weſtern wave. But thou thy- 
felf moveſt alone: who can be a companion of 
thy courſe! The oaks of the mountains fall: 
the mountains themſelves decay with years; the 
ocean ſhrinks and grows again ; the moon her- 
ſelf is loſt in heaven: but thou art for ever 
the ſame; rejoicing in the brightneſs of thy 
courſe, When the world is dark with tempeſts; 
when thunder rolls, and lightning flies: thou 
Jookeſt in thy beauty, from the clouds, and 
laugheſt at the ſtorm. But to Oſſian, thou 


lookeſt in vain; for he beholds thy beams no 
more: 


8 This e is a ſimilar to Satan's addreſs. 
to the Sun in the fourth book of Paradiſe Loſt, 
O thou rhat with ſurpaſſing glory crown'd, 
Looks from thy ſole dominion like the god 
Of this new world; at whoſe fight all the ſtars 
Hide their diminiſh'd heads; to thee I call, 
But with no friendly voice, and add thy name 
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more: whether thy yellow hair flows on the 
eaſtern clouds, or thou trembleſt at the gates 
of the weſt. but thou art perhaps, like me, 

for a ſeaſon,” and thy years will have an end. 
Thou ſhalt ſleep in thy clouds, careleſs of the 
voice of the morning. — FExſult then, o ſun, 

in the ſtrength of thy youth! Age is dark. 
and unlovely; it is like the glimmering light. 
of the moon, when it ſhines through- broken 
clouds, and the miſt is on the hills; the blaſt 
of the north is: on the plain, the traveller | 
ſhrinks in the midſt of his journe x. 
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$2 I the wind on Fingal's ſhield ? Or is the 
IX Voice of paſt times in niv' hall? Sing on, 
| ſweet voice, for thou art pledfarit, and carrleſt 
away my night with joy. Sing on, o Bragtla, 
daughter of car · borne Sorglan! 
f a It 


* Tradition throws conſiderable light on the hiſtery 
of Ireland, during the long reign of Fingal, the 
ſon of Comhal, in Morven.— Arth, the fon of 
Cairbre, ſupreme king of Ireland, dying, was ſuc- 
ceeded by his ſon Cormac, a minor, —— The 
petty kings and chiefs of the tribes met at Te- 
mora, the royal palace, in order to chuſe, out 
of their own uumber, a guardian to the young 
king,  Disputes, concerning the choice of a pro- 
per perſon, run high, and it was reſolved to end 
all differences by giving the tuition of the young 

hing to Cuchullin, the ſon of Semo; who had 

rendered himſelf famous by his great actions, and 
| Ya” Pho 
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Nix 1 the rock and not 4 
Cuchullins ſails 1 fails Ov e the miſts deceive | 4 


robs. me 


ks reſided, .ar the time, mh . the ey 


74-43% alt 


e Caithbat,, in Viſter, 7 N 4 


gms: Cachullin N Was and Wen years old, 
When he _ afſumed the management of affairs in 
, Holand: and the ivaſion of Swaran happened two 
Fears after. In the ryenty - -ſeventh year of Cuch- 
ullin's age x and the third of his adminiſtration , | 
b „ Torlarhy the. ſo on of Cantdla 2, one of the chiefs, 
of chat chen of Belge, who were in posſeſſion 1 
wad orf the oth of ireland, ſer up for himſelf in Con- 
pe” naught x and' advanced towards Temors) i in order 
to dethrons Corinac; who, excepting Feradath , 
: , afterwards king of Ireland, was the only one of „5 ana 
the Scotch race of kings exſiſting iu that countrr. ö 
by e macched, againſt him, came up with ; 
. —— 8 at the lake of Lego, and totally defeated 
2 His fare Torlath fell in the battle by Cuchul 
ut as he himſelf preſſed too eagerly 
e — enemy, he was mortally wounded 
| by an arrow and died the ſecond day alen | 


$550 1591 ebb 15411. 09 ' 
e rhe e of Godmas full with. Cuchul- 
lin: many ſet up for themſelves, and anarchy and 
contuſiou reigned. At laſt Cormac was taken off; 
men one ef the avs top ar 
tors - - 
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me for the ſhip of my love] when they riſe 
round ſome: ghoſt , and ſptead their gray flirte 
* f i 3 hs 8 on 


tors for the throne, having defeated all his rivals, 
became ſole monarch of Ireland. The family 
of Fingal, who were in the intereſt of Cormac's 
; _Ewhily, were reſolved to — Cairbar of the 
* throne he had uſurped; in particular Oſcar, the 
"fon of  Offian, had Qerfthindd to revenge the 
dleath of Cathol, his Friend, who had Veen asſaſ- 
8 ſmated by Cairbar. — The chreats of Oſcar 
reached Cairbar's ears: he invited him m a friend - 
1y manner to a feaſt, Which he had prepared at 
the royal palace of Temora, reſolving to pick a 
ſor 2 2222 au hare ſome preteſt” for killing him. 


'""The4qtiariel happened; the followers of both 
fought, and Cairbar and Oſcar fell by mutual 
wounds : in the mean time Fingal arrived from 
Scotland With an army, defeated the friends of 
Cairbar, and re · eſtabliſhed the family of Cormac 
in the posſeſſion of the kingdom. — The pre- 
ſent poem concerns the death of Cuchullin. It is, 
in the original, called Daum loch Leigo, i. e. The 
Poem of Lego's Lake, and is an epiſode introdu- 
oed ua great poem, Which celebrated the laſt 
e expedition of Fingal into Ireland. The greateſt 
part of the poem is loſt, and nothing remains but 
ſome epiſodes , Which a few / old people in the 
| 5 north 
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on the wind. Why doſt thou delay tHy*cominig, 
fon of the (generous Semo? — Four times 
has autumn returned with its winds; andi 7rdifed 
the ſeas of Tr 95 tine . Haſt been in 

„iin dhe | 


PS 


2 8 of Scotland retain on memory. — ouck· 
| ullin is the moſt famous champion in the Irifh 
ttadittons and poems; in them he is abus called 
tte redonbtable Cuchullin ; and the ſubles concern- 
_ : "ing tis ſtreugth and valour are - Innumerable. 
Oſſian thought his expedition againſt the Fir - bolg 
or Belge of Britain, a ſubje& fit for an epic 
poem; which was exſtant till of late, and was 
called Fora - n- tana;, ora Dispute” about! Posſeſ- 
Fons, as the war, Which wins the foundation of 
it, was commenced by the Britiſh Belgz, who 
inhabited Ireland, in order to extend their terri 
tories, — The fragments, that remain of this poem, 
are animated with the genuine” ſpirit of 'Offianz 
o that there Ut be no ad ie Was oft 
competition, | | 5 1 1 8 D 


N 10 e. The Iſland of blue waves, one of 
the Hebrides, was ſubje& to Connal, the ſou of 
Caithbar, Cudfitiſlin's fend,” = He is ſometi - 
mes called the ſon of Colgar from one of that 

name, Who was the founder of the. family. 

Sumi, a few days — the l Torlath's 


* 
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the roar of battles and Bragela diſtant, fat. — 
Hills of the Iſle of miſt! when will ye anſwer 
to his hounds? —— But ye are dark in your 
clouds, and ſad Bragéla calls in vain. Night 
comes rolling down: the face of ocean fails. 
The heathcock's head is beneath his wing: the 
- hind ſleeps with the hart of the deſart. They 
ſhall riſe with the morning's light, and feed on 
the moſly ſtream. But my tears return with the 
ſun, my ſighs come on with the night. When 
wilt thou come in thine arms, 0 chief * mos- 


7 Tara? 
4 of 3 


plesſinti is hn voice in OfNian' s ear 6: LIIEY 
ter of car- borne Sorglan! But retire to the 
1 of ſhells, to che beam of the burning 
oak. —— Attend to the beam of the ſea: it 
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| | rolls at Dunscaich's walls: let ſleep, deſcend on 
| thy blue eyes, and the hero come to thy 
| dreams. be. awd ) 
| | * . | | N , = 
| * Fd ; | 
. W ̃ U AM . | bn 
| revolt came to Temora, had failed to Togorma, ö. 
* - his native iſle; Where he n detained by con · 
1 "wy 2 rank; - > ape "NE in which Cuchulik 
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rolling of waters. Night is around the hero; 


dred oaks burn in the midſt, the feaſt of ſhells 


Fr Cucbullin fits at Lego's lake; ät the 74 


and his thouſands ſpread on the heath: a hun- | 


is ſmoaking wide. Carril- ſtrikes the harp, 


beneath à tree; his gray lotks: glitter in the 
beam; the ruſtling blaſt of night i is near; and 


lifts his aged hair. — His ſong is of the 
blue Togorma, and ot its W Cuchullin's 


friend, 5 ö en TD Lach 
Why att * aber een; in the day 


of the gloomy ſtorm? The chiefs of the ſouth 
have ' convened. againſt the car - borne Cormact: - 


the winds detain thy ſails, and thy blue wa- 


ters roll around thee. But Cormae is not alone: 


the ſon of Semo fights his battles. Semo's ſon 
his battles fights! the terror of che ſtranger 


he chat is "Uke” the vapour of death * fowly - 
| "OO 


1 on 7 bs vel petri} Paiverey dip 
Kavyaros && Adnan n opropduoto. 
Hon. II. 5. 
As vapours blown by Anfter's Fatery breath, 
Pregnant with plagues, and n ſeeds 99 

. 4 4 death, o "40 


| Beneath the rage df vent Sirius riſe. 
| Choke the parch'd earth, and bücken al the 
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he that led his thouſands to battle, againſt car - 
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borne by ſultry-| winds. © The ſun ee in 
its N „the e fall around. 0 


Ld * * WA. 4 


0 Such was as dong of Carril; A a ben 


of the foe appeated; he threw down his pointleſs 


- ſpear , and {poke the words of Torlath, Torlath 


the chief of heroes; from Lego's. ſable ſurge: 


borne. Cormac , Cormac, Who was diſtant far, 


in Temora's ) ecchoing halls: he learned to 


bend the bow of his fathers; and to lift the 
| ſpear. Nor long didſt thou lift the ſpear, 
- mildly. - - ſhining beam of youth! deaths ſtands 
dim behind thee, like the darkened half of * 
en behind its Hehe _ | 


3 Cuchullin roſe beter the bard wr 55 
A from e Torah, he offered = „ 
A | 'the 


— 


Be The royal palace of the Iriſh kings; ; Teanihrath | 
according to ſome of the bardsz. 


* The bards Were the heralds of ancient times; 
aud their perſous were ſacred on account of their 
. office. In later times they abuſed rhat privilege ; 
aud as their perſons were inviolable, they fatyr- 
ited and lampooned o freely thoſe ho were 

+ Bot liked by their patrons, that, they- became a 

9 | a * 


— 


2 © <o 


the ſhell of joy, and honoured the ſon of 
ſongs. Sweet voice of Eego! he ſaid, What 


lle comes to thy battle, replied the bard, 


| to the ſounding ftrife of ſpears. When 
| morning is gray on Lego „ Torlath will $ghe 


on the plain: and wilt thou meet him, 5 in 
thine arms, king of the Iſle of miſt? Texrible 
is tlie ſpear of Torlath! it is a meteor of night. 


He lifts it; and the people fall: death fi ts in 


the lightning of his „ 


Dq 1 fear, replied Cuchullin, the > ous 
of car -' borne Torlath? He is brave as a thou- 
fand heroes; but my ſoul delights in war, 


The ſword reſts not by the ſide of Cuchullin; 


bard 'of the times of old! Morning fhall meet 
me on the plain, and gleam on the blue arms 
of Semo's fon. —— But ſit thou, on the 
heath, o bard! and let us hear thy voice: par- 


take of the joy ful ſhell; and hear the ſongs of 


Temora. NA 
3 ENS 1 This 


public noifante. Screened under the character 
- of heralds, they grosly abuſed the enemy, when 
he would not accept the terms they offered. 
) Cean-+ reals”, head Ce the family | 


are the words of Torlath? Comes he to our 
feaſt or battle, the car borne ſon of Cantela * 
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nes 
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This is no tine, replied the bard; t to heed 
- Wu Jong of joy ; when the mighty are to meet 
im battle, like the ſtrength of the waves of Le- 
go. Why art thou ſo dark, Slimora! *) with 
all thy ſilent woods? No green ſtar trembles 
on thy top; no moon - - beam on thy fide. But 
the meteors of death are there, and the gray 
watry forms of ghoſts. Why art thou dark, 
Slimora! with thy ſilent woods? | 
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Hie retired, in the ſound of his ſong 
Carril accompainied” his voice. The muſic was 
like the memory of joys that are paſt, 'plea- 
ſant and mournful to the ſoul. The ghoſts 
of departed bards heard it from Slimors' 8 fide, 
Soft ſounds ſpread along the wood, and the 
ſilent valleys of night rejoice. —— So, when 
he ſits in the filence of noon, in the valley, 
of his breeze „the bumming of the mountain- 
bee comes to Offian's ear: the gale drowns 
it often in its courſe; but the pleaſant ſound 
returns again. 1 e 7 2 851 


| | Raiſe , ſaid Cuchullin , to his hundred 
> bards, the. ſong of the noble Fingal : that ſong, 
' © which he hears at night, when the dreams of 
his reſt deſcend; when the bards ſtrike the 
| *) Slia'- mor, great 'hill. 5 


* 
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diſtant harp, and the faint light gleams on 


Selma's walls. Or let the grief of Lara riſe, 
and the — of the mother of Calmar , 
when he was ſought, in vain, on his hills; 


and ſhe beheld his bow in the hall. — Car- 


ril, place the ſhield of Caithbat on that branch; 


and let the ſpear of Cuchullin be near ; 3 that 


the ſound of my battle may riſe ih the gray 


| beam of the eaſt, 2 


bum the lamentation of Alcletha over her ſon. 
**) Ald-cla'tha, decaying beauty ; probably a . 


of 


1 


The der leaned. on his fatlier's Mietd : 
the ſong of Lara roſe. The hundred bards 


were diſtant far: Carril alone i is near the chief. 
The words of the ſong were his ; and "the 
ſound of his harp was mournful. * 


A lelétha ) with the aged locks! mother 
LS car- age ord Colmar - 4 IF doſt thou look 
| y % | "0212 
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Dee he fon of Matha. His death is related 


at large, in the third book of Fingal. He was : 
the only ſon wed Matha ; "and the family was ex- 


ſtin& in him. The ſeat of the family was 
on the banks 7 the river Lara; i in the neighbour- 


_Cuchullin lay; which circumſtance ſuggeſted to 


cal name given the * of Sun, * the 
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towards the deſurt, to behold the return of thy 
ſon? Theſe are not his heroes, dark on the 
heath: nor is that the voice of Calmar: it is 
but the diſtant grove, Alelétha! but the roar 
of the «mountain - 8 A110 


ne * bounds { over Lara's fiream , 70 ſter 
er che noble Cilmar? Does not Alelétha be- 
hold une ſpear? But her eyes are dim! "Is it it 
not oo {on of Matha , "CHEE" of my love? 


FM It i is but an mie oak Alelstha! replied 75 
the lovely - - weeping, Alona 193. 18 but an oak, 
Alcletha, bent over Lara's ſtream. But who 
comes along the plain? ſorrow is in his ſpeed. 
He lifes, high the ſpear of Calmar. . Aleletha, 


TS 4%. # 


bs covered vith blood! 


4 


i eg 2 Fg 
bh But it is 23 with the blood of 
your * 5, ſi ſter of car - horns Calmar ! his 


-. ſpear 

mY Aldetha ſpeaks, Galina? had * is return, 

by a certain day; and his mother and his ſiſter 

Alona are repreſented by the bard, and looking, 

© with, impatience, towards that quarter, where 

ob ey exſpected ph err ed ane 1 ap- 
pan, dE e BY: 


. as Aluine; bm . 
ey Alcletha ſpeaks. > 5 Y TREE 
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ſpear never returned: unſtained with bas), 2 
nor his bow! from the ſtrife of the mighty 
The battle is conſumed. in his preſence: ends 
a flame of death, Alona! — Youth #*);20f 
the mournful ſpeed! where is the fon of Alel& 
tha? Does he return with his fame? in the 
midſt of his bepbolng ſhields? —— Thou art 
dark and filent! — \Calaigr is then no mo- 
re. Tell me riot, wariiar ; ; how he. fell fer 
I cannot hear of his ny a 3 


IB 


: Why. doſt thou lock 3 the "het, 
mother, of Car - borne Calipir? —— — 
1 0 18 


Such was the ſong of Grit when uch 
ullin lay on his ſhield ; the bards reſted aon 
their harps, and ſleep fell ſoftly around. + 
The ſon of Semo was awake alone; his ſoul 
was fixed on the war. The burning oaks 
N to Tce n red . is ſpteadt 
around. 


wt : 1 - [4 . 95 Ae 
93 From the yea” of the flaia, 1 the fat of the 
mighty „the bow of Jonathan returned not back, 


auch the Wed hte Ob 2 Sam, 


— Has. 
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595 She addreſſes berſelf ro Larnir Galmar's 8 Sent 
who had returued With the news of his death. | 
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erdund; —— A feeble voice is nens v the 
ghoſt of Calmar came. He ſtalked in the beam. 
Dark is the wound in his fide. His hair is 
disordered and loofe, Joy fits darkly on his 
face: and he Teems to invite Cuchullin to his 
rave. ? 

Son of the e night! ſaid the riſing 
chief of Erin; why doſt thou bend thy dark 
eyes on me, ghoſt of the car- borne Calmar ? 
Wouldeſt thou frighten' me, o Matha's ſon!! 

from the battles of Cormac? Thy hand was 
not feeble in war; neither was thy voice *) 
for peace How art thou changed, chief of 
Lara! if thou now doſt adviſe to fly! —— But, 
Calmar, I never fled. 'I never feared *) the 
ghoſts of the deſart. Small is their knowledge, 
and weak their hands; their dwelling is in the 
wind. —— But my ſoul grows in danger, 
and rejoices: in the noiſe of ſteel. Retire thou 
to the cave: thou art not Calmar's ghoſt; he 
deligh ted in battle, and, bis arm was like the 


Wunder of heaven. 


21 TOLL! $255 IS 


, He, retized in his blaſt Im joy, for he 
had heard the voice of his praiſe. The faint 
beam 
„9 See Calmar's | hook,” in the firſt book of Fingal. 
) See Cuchullin's reply ta Connal, concerning 
| Crugal's ghoſt. Fing. b. 2. EC 


10 


beam of the morning roſe, and the ſound of 


Coaithbat's buckler ſpread. Green Ullin's war- 


tiors convened; like the roar of many ſtreams. — 
The horn of war is OR over Peeing: _ N 
\ ty Torlath came, ©” | Toes AG 


5 Why doſt thou * come with, thy N 
Cuchullin ? ſaid the chief of Lego. I know 
the ſtrength of thy arm, and thy. ſoul is an 

| unexſtinguiſhed fire. —— Why fight we not 
on the plain, and let our hoſts behold our 
deeds? Let them behold us like roaring. wayes, 
that tumble round a rock: the mariners haſten 
away, and look on their ſtrife with fear, oe 


„ F 
. „ 


+ 
Thou riſeft, like the N 5on my Soul, re- 
plied the ſon of Semo. Thine arm is mighty, 
o Torlath! and worthy of my wrath. Retire, 
ye men of Ullin, to Slimora's ſhady fide; be- 
hold the chief of Erin, in the day of his fame. — 
Carril! tell to mighty Connal , if Cuchullin 
muſt fall; 5 tell him, Tr accuſed the winds which 
Toar on Togorma's waves. — Never was he 
abſent in battle, when the ſtrife of my fame 
aroſe. '—— Let his ſword be before” Cormac. . 


like the beam of heaven; let his Pe ſound 
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| * v Taz DEATH op CUCNULLIN: 


\ He" ruſhed, in the ſound of Minder like 
the terrible ſpirit of Loda ), when he comes 
in the roar of a thouſand ſtorms, and ſcatters 
battles from his eyes. — He fits on a cloud 
over Lochlin's ſeas: his mighty hand is on his 
fword, and the winds lift his flaming locks. — 
So terrible was Cuchullin in the day of his fa- 
me. —— —  Forlath 1705 * his band and Le- 
go's heroes mourned.” They gather around 
the chief, like the clouds of che deſart. 
A thouſand ſwords roſe at once; a thouſhnd ar- 
rows. flew; "but he m like” x a rock in the 


8 8 en een 


. 1 ; 4 7 4 * ; : 14 4 


HL. E 


| by "gp in the third book of Fingal, is 1 
2. as 4 Place of worſhip, in Scandinavia: by the ſpi 
rit of Lodu, the poet probably means Odin, the 
great deity of the northern nations. He is de- 

| ſcribed. here With all his terrors about him, not 
unlike Mars, as he is introduced i in a RS in 


Tos the ſeventh 8 WEIS 1 
air en wah- wers. Wen, 
515 - Os T eic re! pet: KVEPRXG » :GUSS 

Kporian “ 


Ong os. 8 pever n e 
So ſtalks in arms the grisly god of Thrace, 4 * 
When. Jore, ta puniſh faithleſs men prepares, 
Aud gives whole nations to the waſt of wars. | 
KD „ 


Fd 


* 


b e e che. 


midlt of a roaring, Suk yore: They fell around; 
he ſtrode in blood: dark Slimora ecchoed wi- 
de... The ſons of Ullin came, and the 
battle ſpread over Lego. —— The chief of 
Exin overcame; he 1 over nden with 
his re 10 f I hoe 1 = 


But pale et 3 The joy, 45 his far 
ce was dark. He rolled his eyes in_ lence. — 
The ſword bung, unſheathed, in f his band, 

i ON\ 4 
and his ſpear bent at every ſtep. 


Carril, ſaid the king tn ſecret, the ſtrength 

of Cuchullin fails. My days are With the 
years” that are W and ng, morning af mine 

ſhall ariſe.—— They ſhall ſeek me at Te- 

inora', but 1 Niall not be found. Cormae will 

weep in his hall, and fay, „Where is” Tura's 
chief? —— gut my name is renowned! my. 4 
fame in the ſong of bards. —, Type youth . 
will, gay in ſecret, o let me die a8. Cachullin 20 

died: renown cloathed him like 8 robe; and 
the light of his fame is great. Draw the. ar- 
row from my ſide; and lay Cuchullin beneath 1 
that oak. Place the ſhield of Caithbat ear, 5 By 
that they may behold me amidſt. the arms of *_ —_ 

wy 2 eo — „ 95 


108 Tax DEATH or CUCHULLIN: 


And is the ſon of Semo fallen )? ſaid 
Carril with s figh. —— Mournful are Tura's 
walls; and ſorrow dwells at Dunscaich.” —— 
Thy ſpouſe is left alone in her youth; the 
ſon *) of thy love is alone. —— He ſhall 
come to Bragela, and aſk her why ſhe weeps. — 
He ſhall lift his eyes to the wall, and ſee his 
father's ſword. —— Whoſe ſword is that? 
he will ſay: and the ſoul of his mother i is ſad. 

Who is that, like the hart of the deſart, in 


2 The Iriſh hiſtorians have placed Cuchullin ia the 
firſt” century. — The trauslator has given his 
reaſons for fixing him in the third, in the disſer- 
tation, which is prefixed to this collection. In 
other particulars the accounts of Keating and 7 

| | | Flaherty coincide pretty nearly with Offian' 5 poems, 
f and the traditions of the Highlands and Illes. 
Trhuey fay, that he was killed in the rwenty-fe- 


„ ee e valour. 


10. i er eee 


wy Colloch; , who was em very ; SOR. for 
| | his great exploits in Ireland. He was fo remark- 
\ | © able for his dexterity in handling the javelin, 
|} | that, when a good marksman is deſcribed, it has 
7 paſſed into a proverb, in the north of Scotland : 
| e unerring as the arm of Conloch. © 


the 


venth year of his age, and they give hin a great 


| 


POEM: 109 


the murmur of his courſe ? * His eyes 
look wildly round in ſeurch of his friend. 


Connal, ſon of Colgar, where haſt thou been; 


when the mighty fell? Did the ſeas of Togor- 


ma roll round thee? Was the wind of the 
ſouth in thy ſails? The mighty have fallen / 


in battle, and thou waſt not there. | Let 
none tell it in Selma, nor in Morven's woody 


Jand; Fingal will be 6. and the ſons of the | 


deſart mourn, 


# | K o 3 f 1 


Zy the dark- le waves of os they 


' raiſed the hero's tomb. at a 


. Luath * 


diſtance, lies, the coupattion: of Cuchullin, at 


the chace, — Bleſt ? * 59 be thy foul, ſon of 


| Semoz | 


* pe: 5 cutom, to * the "REA A 
dog near the maſter. This was not peculiar to 
© the aticfent Scots; for we find it practiſed by mas 
ny other nations in their ages of heroiſm. = 
- © There is a ſtone ſhown ſtill at Dunscaich in the 
Iſle of Sky, to which Cuchullin commonly bound 
his dog Luth. The ſtone goes oy his nams 
wr WW 


2) This is the ang of the bards over Cuchullin's : 


* 


tomb. n ſtanza cloſes with ſome * remarkable ; 


£57 . title 


* 
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110 Tas DEATH of CUCHULLAN : 


Semo;*thou wert mighty in battle. — Thy 
ſtrength was like the ſtrength of a ſtream: thy 
ſpeed like the eagle's *) wing, — Thy path 
in the battle was terrible: the ſteps of death 
were behind thy ſwork, —— Bleſt be er 
by of Semo ; ; car - borne” wg Dunseajch*” 


i Thou haſt: 3 fallen "os hs 8 of, FR 
mighty, neither was thy blood on the. ſpear. of 
the valiant. — The arrow came, like the 
ſting of death i in a blaſt: nor did the feeble 
hand, which drew the bow, perceive it. Peace 
to * ſoul, in * cave, chief of the ine of 


The n ue \ ad at Tone elt 
is none in Cormac's hall. The king mourns in 


his youth, for he does not behold thy coming, 


The ſound of thy ſhield is ceaſed : his foes are 
gathering round. Soft be * reſt in 1 cave, 
chief of Erin's wars! | 


OY * 


| Brogela 


1 A which was, 3 the cuſtom 
in funeral elegies. —— The verſe of the ſong i is 
« lyric meaſure, * it was of old ſung to the 


harp. | | | "Me 
4 g 4 "#, 


{1H a . they were firong: 
6 555 er than lions. 2 Sam. i, 23. 5 | 


"_— 


A POLE M4: 


Bragela will not hope thy return; or des 
thy. fails in ocean's foam. —— Her ſteps are 
not on the ſhore: nor her ear open to the voi- 
ce of thy rowers,” _—+ She {its in the hall of 
ſhells, and ſees the arms of him that is no 
more. —— Thine eyes are full of tears, daugh- 
ter of car - borne Sorglan! —— Bleſt be thy 
ſoul in death, o chief of ſhady Cromla!”. 
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DAR-THU 


A POEM) . 


"ag * * 
£ * ? . | : % 


— 


— a 
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Daze of heaven 55 fair art thou! the 


ſilence of thy face is pleaſant. Thou 
comeſt forth in lovelineſs: the ſtars attend thy 
blue ſteps in the eaſt. The clouds rejoice in 
t : thy 


) It may not be improper here, to give the ttory, 
which is the foundation of this poem, as it is 
handed down by tradition. Usnoth, lord 
of Etha, which is probably that part of Argyle-. 

*;, hire, which is near Loch Eta, an arm of the ſea 

A in,Lom, had three ſons, Nathos, Althos, and 

Ardan, by Sliflima, the daughter of Semo and 

ſiſter to the celebrated Chchullin, The three bro» - 

- thers, When very young, were ſent over. to Ir& 
land, by their father, to learn the uſe of arms, 
under their uncle Cuchullin, who made a great 
figure in that kingdom. They] were juſt landed 
in Ulſter, when the news of Cuchullin's death ar- 
rived. Nathos, though very young, took the 
command of Cuchullin's army, made head againſt 
* the uſurper, and defeated him in ſeveral 
1 batt· 


#- we * 3 f 


_ 


DAR AULA. A POEM. 113 


brown ſides. Who is like thee in heaven, 
daughter of e The ſtars are aſhamed - 
85 N by 1 ö 


od | * f — 
battles. Cairbar at laſt having found means to 
murder Cormac the lawful king, the army of 
Nathos ſhifted fides, and he himſelf was obliged 
to return into Ulſter , in order to paſs over iuto 
| Scotland. ; 


thy preſence; 0 moon, and "brighten their in 4 wt 


Ly * 
* 


= Hart thula , the daughter of Colla, ; * when OST 
Cairbar was in love, reſided, on that time, 3 
Selama a caſtle in Ulſter: ſhe ſaw , fell . RE. 
and fled with Nathos; but a ſtorm riſing at ſea, 1 2 


wy 


* 
— 


they were ufffortunately driven back on that part 
of the coaſt of Ulſter, where Cairbar was endamp= _ 
ed with his army, waiting for Fingal, mho me - 
ditated an expedition into Ireland, to re+ eſtab- 
liſh the Scotch race of king on the throne or 8 
dat kingdom. The three brothers, after having, _ 
Oc defended themſelves, for ſome time, with great ii 
| bravery, were overpowered and ſlain, aud the . = | | | 
unfortunate Dar- thula killed herſelf upon 00, rn ol 
<2 * of her en . | : ; . 


Otkan opens the pon; on the ulgbe n NS | 
the death of the ſons of Usnoth , aud brings in, | < | 
by way of epiſode , what paſſed before. He rel a 1 
tes the death of Dar- thula differently from the _ 3 

* L N H- , | | a | com- | W 5 , 


5 


1 p 


6 Ma — 


I. 7 DAR-BUULAL 1 


in thy preſence, and turn aſide their green, 
ſparkling eyes. — Whither-doſt thou retire 
from thy courſe, when the darkneſs ) of thy 
countenance grows? Haſt thou thy hall like 
Oſlian'? Dwelleſt thou in the ſhadow of grief? 
Haye thy fiſters fallen. from heaven? Are they 
who rejoiced with thee, at night, no more? — 
Yes! — they have fallen, fair light! and 
thou doſt often retire to mourn, —— But - 
thou thyſelf ſhalt fail, one night; and leave 

8 - thy blue path in heaven. The, ſtars will then 
life their green heads; they who were ae | 
in thy preſence, will rejoice. | 


* 


Thou art now clothed with thy brightneſs: 
: look from thy gates in the ſky. Burſt the 
eceloud, o wind, that the daughter of night 

may look forth ; that the ſhaggy mountains 

may brighten, and the ocean roll its blue wa- 


ves in light. 

7 Nathos 
common tradition; his account is the moſt pro- 
bable, as ſuicide ſeems to have been unknown in 
thoſe early times: for no traces of it are found 
in the old poetry. * 8 5 

*) The addreſs to the moon is very Peantiful in the 
original. It is in a lyric meaſure, and appears to 
have been ſung to the harp. 


) The poet means the moon in her waue. 
1 F . '# 


\ 


* 


K. P: OE N. T5 Is 


| Nathos * ) is on the deep, ws Althos that © 
beam of youth, Ardan is near his brothers; 
they move in the gloom of their courſe. | The 
ſons of Usnoth move in darkneſs, from the 
wrath of car- borne Cair̃bar * *). \ 


W 


Who is that aim, by their f de? * t 

has covered her beauty. Her hair ſighs on 
ocean's wind; her robe ſtreams in duſky 
wreaths, She is like the fair ſpirit of heaven, 
in the midſt of his ſhadowy miſt. Who is * 
but Dar- thula ), the firſt. of Ecin's maids? | 
She has fled from the love of Cairbar, with the 
car - - borne Nathos. But the winds deceiye ther, 
0 Dar- 1 


> *) Nathos ſigniſſes youth ful, Ailthos „ expuiſt beauty, 2 f 
Ardan, pride. bs 


| #* Cairbar, who murdered Gormac king of ireland,” „„ 
and uſurped the throne. He was afterwards kill.” 
ed by Oſcar the ſon of Offian, in a ſingle combat. ' 
The poet, upon other orcaſions , gives him (the 


Mr 1 of red : haited .. 

Dar- thula, or Dart · huild, a woman 4vith fine > 
eyes. She was the moſt famous beauty of anti: "2h _ 
quity. To this day, when a woman is praiſed 2 

for her beauty, the common phraſe is, that ſhe | 
« 3 ar my as Dar - thula. a; . => 


H 


* 


% 
3 * 
I 6 . 
* 
4 « S* * 


DAR rA N 


o Der- chula; and deny the woddy Etha * thy 
| fails. Theſe are not thy mountains, Nathos , 


nor is that the foar of thy climbing waves. 
The halls of Cairbar are near; and the towers 
of the foe lift their heads. Ullin ſtretches it: 
green head into the ſea; and Tura's bay re- 
ceives the ſhip. Where, have ye been, ye 


© "ſouthern winds! when the ſons of my love we- 


7 * 


=y 
* 
— _ 


re deceived? But ye have been ſporting on 


.< plains, and purſuing the thiſtle's beard, O 
. that ye had been ruſtling in the fails of Na- 


thos, till the hills of Etha roſe! till they roſe 
in their clouds, and faw their coming chief! 
Long haſt thou been abſent, Nathos' and the 


wy of * return is paſt * i 


| But the land of Wks fs 135 lovely: 
thou waſt lovely in the eyes of Dar- thula. 
Thy face was like the light of che morning, 
thy hair like the rayen's wing. Thy ſoul was 
generous and mild, like the hour of the ſetting 
ſun. Thy words were the gale of the . 


* +4 2 But 


5 = or "the gliding W N e 


A * 


17 That is, "the 1 appointed by 1 | We © aud 
- no deity in Offian's poetry, if Fate is not one; of 
| that he is very fall in ſome of his caring the 


 translator” 6 hand 


AO EN. m7 


But Ak the roge of battle ds thou 
weſt like a ſea in a ſtorm; the clang of arms _ 
was terrible; the hoſt- vaniſhed at the ſound of 


s thy courſe../—— It was then Dar- thula be- 
s | held thee, from the top of her moſſy tower: 

. from the tower of Selima # 0 5 where her fa- 
; bers dwelt. XK 2. 42-4 8 


a 1 
— CY 
— 5 — 


"Low art os... 0 . * gia, £43 2 
her trembling ſoul aroſe. Fair art thou in thy 
battles, friend of the fallen Gormac **)!. Why 
| doſt thou ruſh, on, in thy valour, youth of the 
BH ruddy look? Few are thy hands, in battle, 

= | 3gainſt the car · bornp Cairbar — o chat 1 | 
3 N k * 


4 + 
f * 


* 


*) The poet does not e Self which: "IN 5 
mentioned as the ſeat of Toſcar in Ulſter, in te 
poem: of Conlath and Cuthana. The word in the 
original ſignifies either beautyful to bebold, og. a 
place with a pleaſant. or wide preſpeck. In thoſe 
times, they built their honſes upon eminences, 

to command a view of the country, and to 72 
vent their being ſurprized; many of them, on 
that account, were called Selama, "The * . 

| Selma of Fingal i is derived from the ame root: 8 


* 


m) Cormac the dent king of freland, who was. © 
3 murdered 8 Cairbar. — ws 


H 3 \ * 5 „ > 
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116 DAN THE A: 


might be freed of his tors 5 that 1 might 
rejoice in the preſence of Nathos! —— Bleft 
are the rocks of Etha; they will | behold his 


ſteps at the chace! they. Will fee His White bo- 


ſom, en the winds lift 1 raven Kite” } 


"Sack were thy merits, Dar- eta in Sell. 
ma's moſſy towers. But, now, the night is 
round thee: and the winds have deceived thy 
ſails. The winds have deceived thy fails, Dar- 
thula: their bluſtering ſound is high. Ceaſe 
a little while, © north- wind, and tet me hear 


the voice of an lovely.” Thy voice is lovely, 


Dar- Wauls , derwe the ruſtling blaſts. 


Are theſe the 7 of Nathbs | Y on 1 
roar of his mountain - ſtreams? Comes that 


beam of light from Usnoth's nightly hall? The 


miſt rolls around, and the beam is feeble: but 
the light of Dar- thula's ſoul is the car - borne 
chief of Etha! Son of the generous Usnoth, 


' why that broken figh? Ace we not in the land 


of ſtrangers, chief of ecchoing Etha ? T 8 


| Theſe are not hs rocks of Nathos, TY re- 
pied, *nor the roar of his ſtreams. No light 


comes from Etha' s halls „ 8. they. are diſtant 
by "2 | | far. 
LOS That is, of the hi of Cairbar. | 


RAE PEE 7 Yo FIR « 


— 


far. We are in the land of ſtrangers, 4h in the 


land of car - borne - Cairbar. The winds have 
| deceived us, Dar- thula. Ullin lifts here her 
— Go towards the north, Al- 


green hills. 
thos; be thy ſteps, Ardan; along the coaſt 3 that 
the foe may not come in darkneſs oy and our 


* 


hopes 4 of” Etha fail, N 


FP 


I will go towards that moſſy tower , and 


fee who dwells about the beam. Keſt, 
Dar- thula, on the ſhore! reſt in peace, thou 
beam of light! the ſword of Nathos is wound 
Ae ys the lightning « of heaven. | 


He went. Che "fat alone, and hears the 


rolling of the wave. The big tear is in ber 
eye; and ſhe looks for the car - borne Na- 


thos.— Her ſoul: trembles at the | blaſt. 


The roar of the blaſt i is around me, Dark is 


the elondy night. But Nathos does not 


return. What detains thee, chief of Etha? — 
Have the * met the oath in the firite of 


%. 


* 


And ſhe turns her ear towards the tread 9 I 
his feet. — The tread of his feet is not 5 
heard. Where art thou, ſon of my love! 


the 1 e | e 


120 DAR-THUTLA: 
He SPY but his face was dark : he 


dad ſeen his departed, friend. — It was the 
wall of Tura, and the ghoſt of Cuc! llin ſtalk- 


ed there. The ſighing of his breaſt was fre, 
quent; and the decayed flame of his eyes ter- 
rible, His ſpear. was a column of miſt: the 


ſtars looked dim through his form. His voice 


was like hollow wind in a cave: and he told 


the tale of grief. The ſoul of Nathos was ſad, 
| like the fun ) in the day of miſt, when his 
face is watry and dim. 


Why art thou ſad, o „Nachos fad 1 los” 


vely daughter of Colla? Thou art a Pillar of 


I dwells on Selama; dada, d on the blue 


1 


7 


light to Dar- thula: the joy of ber eyes is in 
Etha's chief. Where is my friend **), but 
Nathos? My father reſts in the tomb. Silence 


ſtreams 


0 ce in 8 6 | medio refugerit orbe. 

n 
— - Thio' miſts he 3 his ſullen beams 

We of light, in looſe and ſtraggling ſtreams. 
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% fream ef cy kad. My: Griemds ens Allez 4 
10 with Cormac. 4 was were 3 1 * 2 
battle of Ulln. „ 
e Evening darkened on the e | The blue 1 
r. ſtreams failed before mine eyes. The un fre. 2 


e quent blaſt came ruſtling in the tops of Sel-. 
e ma's | groves. My ſeat was beneath a tree on 
. the walls of my fathers, Truthil paſt before 
) my ſoul; the brother of my. love; he that was _ 
i abſent *) in battle againſt the car- borne Cairbar. 
Bending on his ſpear, the gray -haired | NY 
FE. Colla came: his downcaſt face is dark, ang 
2 ſorrow dwells in his ſoul. His ſword is on „ 1 
| the ſide of the hero: the helmet of his fathers - | 
on his head. —— The battle grows in * 
breaſt. He. ſtriſes to hide the tear. gone 15 [ 
\ Dar-thula, he lighing aid , thou art the "2 
latt of Colla's race. Truthil is. fallen in battle. 1 
The king ) of Selima is no more.ñ᷑ . _ 
Cairbar - comes, with his thouſands „ towards 


* 


* 


Seldma's walls. — Holl wil meet his yu. IP 4 
| 5 The family of Colla ; their Fry to _ 5 


mae, long after the death ae nt: oY 
1 - It is very common, in Offian's poetry, to give 5 * 1 
li uit of king to eren diet bas way a 
en en 9 wg 717... 


— 
— 
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and revenge his ſon. But where ſhall I find 
thy ſafety, Dar- thula with the dark - brown 
hair! thou art lovely as the ſun - beam of hea · 
ven, and thy friends e "ow! n 


„ Ahd is 10 ſon of 84. fallen 2 1 ſaid 


with a burſting figh. Ceaſed the generous 


ſoul of Truthil to lighten through the field? — 
My fafety, Colla, is in that bow; I have learn- 
ed to pierce the deer. Is not Cairbar like 
the hart of the deſqrt; yo of fallen n 

The face of age Sage with joy: and 
the erouded tears of his eyes poured down. 
The lips of Colla trembled. His gray beard 
whiſtled, in the blaſt. Thou art the ſiſter of 
Truthil, he ſaid, and thou burneſt in the fire 
of his ſoul. Take, Dar- thula, take that ſpear, 
that brazen ſhield, that burniſhed helmet: 
they are the ſpoils. of a warrior; a ſon *) of 


early n — "When 55 light riſes on Se- 
5 lama 3 


a 1 


Pe .) The poet, co tat ſtory of Dar - thula's arm ; 


ing herſelf for battle, more probable, makes 
ber armour to be that of a very young man; 
Sh 3 it would ſhock all belief, that ſhe, 
who Was very young, ſhould be able to carry it. 


2 
{ 2:5 


* 


Ap o E M. _ 2 


lama, we g0 to meet the car - borne Cairbar. — 


But keep thou near the arm of Colla; beneath 
the ſhadow of my ſhield. Thy father, Dar- 
thula, could once defend thee; but age is 
trembling on his hand. —— The ſtrength of 


his arm has failed; „ wy"! his foul is darkened 
| with grief. EI, 


. we paſſed the night 5 in a Co. "The light 
of morning roſe. 1 ſhone. in the arms of batt-_ 
le: The gray - haired hero moved before. The 


8 of Selinm convened around the ſounding 
ſhield of Colla. But few were they in the 


plain, and their locks were gray. The youths, . 


had fallen with Tatil. in the battle of car 
borne; Ce, , ee 4 AY 


Companions of my aa faid Colla, 5 I 


was not thus you have ſeen me in arms. It | 
was not thus I ſtrode to battle, when the great 


Confadan fell. But ye are laden with grief. 
The darkneſs of age comes like the miſt of 


the deſart. My ſhield is worn with. years; my 


* is fixed *) in its place. 1 faid to my _ 
out» 


| „ le was the cation 46 thi FENG abs War- 
rior, at a certain age, or When he became wifit- 
for the field, fixed his arms, in the great hall; : 


% : : * * iD. 
ü / 


— o 
. 1 
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. 4 £ ; % 4 
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ſoul, ak evening ſhall be calm, and thy de- 
parture like a fading light. But the ſtorm has 
returned; I bend like an aged dak. My boughs 
are fallen on Selima ; and 1 tremble in my 
place. — Where art thou, with thy fallen 
heroes, o my car- botne Truthil ! Thou anſwer- 
eſt not from thy ruſhing blaſt; and the ſoul 
of thy father is ſad. But 1 will be ſad no 
more, Cairbar or Colla muſt fall. 1 feel the 
returning ſtrength of iny arm. My heart 1 
at the found of Res, 3 


The hero drew his Woord "Tho gleaming 
blades of his people roſe. "They moved along 
the plain. Their gray hair ſtreamed in the 
wind. — Cairbar 
- filent plain of Lona *), He ſaw the coming 
of the 3 5 and he called his chiefs to battle, 


- 1 N Thy: 
* 3 e = % w 

rc 6 S * | 1 
x 4 ; - 


© "where n feaſted, upon joyful ene 


He Was aft ards never to appear in battle; and 
this ſtage of 
„„ B 3 


e,) Lona, a marſhy plain. tt was abs; cuſtom, in 


the days of Offian , to feaſt after a victory. Cair- 


bar had juſt provided an entertainment for his ar- 


4 


ſat, at the feaſt, in the 


was called the ud fag of 


my, upon the defeat of Truthil the ſon. of Colla, | 


_ 


11... II ne TT TR a AB * 


NQU—ä—ũä—— —— — WED EE el... e 
* 


* 
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why *) ſhould. 1 tell to Nathos, aw thd 
gelte of battle grew 1 have ſeen thee, in tho 
midſt of thouſands, like the beam of heaven's” 
fire: it is beautiful, but terrible; the people fall 
n in its red courſe, — The ſpear of Colla ſle F,, * 
for he remembered the battles of his youth. ann 
arrow came with its ſound, and pierced the he- 
to's fide, He fell on his ecchoing ſhield. My 
ſoul ſtarted with fear ; I ſtretched my buckler 
over him: but my heaving breaſt was ſeen. 0 N 
Cairbar came, with his ſpear, and he beheld 
| Selfraa's maid; joy roſe on his dark -brown fa- 185 
ce; he ſtayed the lifted ſteel. He raiſed the 
tomb of Colla; and brought me weeping to Seld- - 
ma. He ſpoke the words of love, but my foul 
as d. 1 * the _ of my e Lol N 


< 385 


- 
s * 
of 


e 


"Pp * th dena of the 2 i: 


8 e 
the numerous deſcriprions , of that kind, in hie 
bother poems, He, at the ſame time, give an 
2 to r c NN os 


„ 
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the ſword of car · borne Truthil. I' ſaw the arms 
of the esd and the tear was on Ly gd 


Then hon Add come, © Nd ag 
gloomy. Cairbar fled. He. fed like the ghoſt of 
the deſart before che morning's beam. His 
hoſts were not near: and feeble was his arm 
againſt thy fteel. bg” tb £ N 


1 fe \ 


Why I" art thou. os 0 | Nathos? ſid the | 


lovely. maid of Colla. 


j 1 have met, replied 7 "EH 3 the battle 
in my youth, My arm could not lift the 
ſpesr, when firſt the danger roſe: but my ſoul 


: brightened before the War, às the green narrow 
_ vale, when the ſan pours his ſtreamy "beams, 


before he hides his head in a ſtorm. My foul 


brightened i in danger, before I ſaw Selima's fair; 
before I ſaw thee, like a ſtar, that ſhines on 


the hill, at night; the, cloud flowly comes and 
threatens the 2 * 


k » 
3 . 
s 8 +a 


We 


" Of, 1 Fg : F 


) Ir is uſual with Offian, to repeat, at the end of 
the epiſodes, the ſentence which introduced them. 
| bring; back the mind of the reader to the main 


ſKoty of the po. 


? 


© 


7 : ; £5 * 


3 


A POEM . . Ty. 


ns We are in the land of the | foe, und the 
winds have deceived us, Dar- thula! the ſtrength F 
of our friends. is not near, nor the mountains 
of Etha. Where ſhall I find thy peace, daugh- ; 
ter of mighty Colla! the brothers of Nathos ure 
brave: and his own, ſword has ſhone in war. 
But what are the ſons of Usnoth to the hoſt of 


brought thy ſails, Oſcar “) king of men] thou 
didſt promiſe to come to the battles of fallen 
Cormac. Then would my hand be ſtrong 26 5 
the flaming arm of death. Cairbar would trem- 
ble in his halls, and peace dwell round the love- 
ly Dar- thula. But why doſt thou fall, my 
ſoul? The nd: oF Unoth- 78 05 . BY 


. they will vomit; 0 Nothos, fa the py; is N 


riſing ſoul of the maid: never ſhall Dar- thuls 
behold the halls of gloomy Cairbar. Give me 
thoſe arms of braſs, that glitter to that paſing 
meteor; I ſee them in the dark - boſomed ſhip. 
Dar -thuls will, enter the battle, of ſteel, — 
. | _ Ghoſt 4 


) Ofear, he 5 of Ga, had 288 n te + 
the expedition, into Ireland, againſt Cairbar, who -'. - 

- had asfiffinated his friend Cathol, the fon "of 
Moran, an Iriſhinany of noble extraction, and 
in the intereſt of the family of Cormac. 


3 n » 1 


car - borne Cairbar! O that the winds had x „ 1 * 


s K 


P _ One” 24 a 


* 


i 
* » 


' 
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Choſt- of the noble Colla! do I behold thee on! 


— 


55 5 E * ** 4 EH " OY 5 2 "= * 4 4 
4 2 1 ; 
4 4 ; | 
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that cloud! Who is that dim beſide thee? It is 
the car - borne Truthil. Shall I behold the halls 


ol him that flew. Selima's chief? No: I will not 


behold them, n of my 2 rt 


* a in 8 fate of Nethos, 1 hw he 
1 the white - boſomed- maid. Daughter of 
Selima! thou ſhineſt on my ſoul. Come, with 
thy thouſands, Cairhar ! the ſtrength of Nathos 

is returned. And thou, o aged Usnoth,, ſhalt 
not hear, thet thy fon has fled, I remember thy 
words on Etha;' when my fails begun to riſe: 
when I ſpread them towards Ullin, towards the 
moſſy walls of Tura. Thod goeſt, he ſaid, 
o Nathos, to the king of ſhields; to Cuchullin 
chief of men who never fled from danger. Let 


not thine arm be feeble} neither be thy thoughts 
of flight; leſt the ſon of Semo ſay, that Etha's | 
race are weak. His words may come to Usnoth, 
and ſadden his foul in the hall. —— The tear 
Ih, was on * cheek," He gave n vord. 


* 


"4 came to Tars's "day! but ah belle of 


Tura were ſilent. 1 looked around, and there 


8 


was none tq tell of the chief of Dunscaich, I 1 


vent to * hall of bie * where the arms 


. of - 


OD : | ' : - 
=—_ . ; 
q 1 * . 5 E M. 12 1 3 
Ee on of bis * hung. But the arms were gone, * 4 
N is and aged Lambo#'* ) ſat in tears. W 
2 Whbenee are the arms of ſteel? faid the dil: = 
. | 


ing Lambor: The light of the ſpear has long 


been abſent from Tura's duſky walls.— 


i 15 come ve from the rolling ſea? Or 5 the 
© of mournful balls of Temora **) ?, hi ago lager 
vith We, come from the ſeg 4 1. did 3 
hos Usnoth's riſing towers. We are the ſans: of 
halt Slis- {ama N „de daughter of dar - Horne Se- 


ball? But Why ſhould Nathos aſk? fur I be- 
bold thy tears. N dhe mighty fall, en 
of the lonely Tura? * En #72 0 Wollt 


a? ſtar of night 21 , when, it ſhoots \tbrough_ 
darkneſs nd is no more, But be was like 4 


mete N WF Lok, in a abet 8 "death | at- 


1 '") denn: iber, N ATE SONS 4 
1 | NY ra was che royal palace of the 8 
ö Ireland. in i. here called mouraful, an ac. 


ed there by Cairbar ho ufürped his ron. 
5 us: Ar 5 Mer . Foe 58 „ 


e [ i 2 5 ; count 8 death of C Cormac, who was murder- 
- 


| wo 1 . Fx 3 N "Ui "| 
i n 1 2 25 4 29 id 9 OR, * — 9 #4 4 A g 
; — 1 * ? X * * 1 1. 5 
: #14 ; * Fa : f e ( we F ö 
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Was Whereis Tura's chief , (on, of the nent | 


4. 
Fa 


* 


He fell not, Thinker N like the Bl. 5 50 


I, 
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The heroes gathered n with oy, p and 
ſhook their beamy pear ts  4Þ-1 


© 7 


tends | its red courſe, and itſelf is the ſig IM of 


wars. —— Mournful are the banks of Lego, 


and the roar of ſtreamy Lara! There the he. 


0 fell, fon of the noble Usnoth. 


A the hero fell in the midſt' of lang- 


ter, I ſaid with a burſting ſigh. His hand 


was ſtrong 1 in battle, „and death was Bebind his 
fwordG.— We came to Lego's ehournful 
banks. We found his riſing tomb. His com 


panions in battle are there; his bard of many 
ſongs. © Three days we mourned over the hero: 


on the fourth, I ſtruck the ſhield of Caithbat. 


Corlath was near with his hoſt, the friend 
of car- borne Cairbar. We came like a ſtream 
by night, and is heroes fell. When the 


people of the valley roſe, they ſaw their blood 
| with morning's light. But we rolled away, 
like wreaths of milt, to Cormac's ecchoing hall. 


-Our words roſe to defend the king. But Te- / 
mora's halls. were empty. Cormac had fallen 
* Seen The king of Erin was: no more. 


. " ſeined the ſons of Vllin, » abr 
hs gloomily retired: like clouds, that, long 


8 wv. 


5 3 WF F 
4 


of kiving threattned tuin retire / behind the a. 
„be ſons of Uenoth moved, in their grief; to- 
e MW wards Tura's founding bay. We paſſed by 
Selima, and Cairbar retired like Lano's 8 
when it is driven by the winds of the. deſart. 


d It wae then 1 beheld these — 
$ the light of Etha's ſun. Lovely is that beam! 
I ſaid, and the crowded ſigh of my boſom ro- 
5 ſe. Thou eameſt in thy beauty; Darpthala, 
to Etha's mournful chief. But the winds 
beve deceived ' us, W of cola, and tbe 
foe is near. © 1 % eee rote 


ling firength = Althos *). I heard their elang- 
ing arms on the coaſt , and ſaw the dark 
wreaths of Erin's ſtandard.  Diſtin@ is the voice 


olf Cairbar 17 — K and loud as Cromla's falling 
„ W ſtream. 
* 1 ii 8 . viewing the- eh 

| of Lena, n 

wu beginning of the night. ey" 35 

E "I Caitbar had gathered” an army, S ok 
Voiger in order to oppoſe Fingal; ho prepared 
for an expedition into Ireland; to' re-eſtabliſh the 
| houſe of Cormac on the throne, Which Cairbar 
had ye” Berween the 9 Helder, 
FFP 


4 : : 


Yea! ——. the foe is "neat 4 fatd the SY ny 


So Au” D ARE DHUL A: 


 dbine + He! had ſeen: the dark Sup en he 
\ before the duſky night came down. His pe le. 
watch on EAT plain, and lift%ten tou. 

2 . Honda. - . th A. e 


"nad let FT, Ulk ten pi Wok Words 9 
aid Nathos with a mile. The: fons of cat- 
borne- Usnoth will never tremble ; in danger, 
Wny doſt thou roll with all thy foam, thou 
roaring ſea of 'Ullin? Why do ye ruſtle, on 
your dark wings, ye whiſtling tempeſts of the 
r — D ye think, ye ſtorms, that ye 
keep Nathos on the coaſt? No: his ſoul de- 
tains him, children of the night! —— Althos! 
bring my father's arms: thou ſeeſt them beam- 
ing to the fars. Bring the ſpear of Semo 05 


4 EY it lands in the dark- * hip. * 


* 


2 * 8 5 
* ' e 
A WE. 26-0 75 . „ „* | 
R gong 5 EE Tits o man „ 
* # 1 . ; : 


6-4 OF LIC; = 


2 army r bay of Tura, i into which the ſhip 
Pf the ſons of Usnorh, was driven: fo: het there 
Was no poſſibility of their eſcaping. | 
F ») The ſcene. of the'preſenr poem is e ke fame 
$3. =.” 7 Weich that of the epic poem in this collection. 
| „ of Lena and Tura are olten mentioned 


1. — Semo was PRES ANY to Nathos by the 3 

REPENS "fide, The ſpear mentioned here was given to 
1 - Usnoth on his W 0 the hem then 
. gs b & I , 285 , 


let thy arm be ſtrong: Arden we meet hes * 
foe, and call to battle gloomy Cairbar : Mm 


. \ 

is > 4 
6 * F 

, > 

a 73 | : 
- | 2 
j > L " * 72 
Figs, f * 5 
„ ee r om M. ; 
_ 7 


98 —— arins; Nethos clothed ths. „ 


limbs in all their ſbining ſteel. The ſtride o 3 
the chief is lovely? the joy of bis eyes tetris "Af Y 
He looks towards the-eoming of Cairbar; Th Bs 


wind enen, in his) bein Dar- thialas is . 1 


She — to bide uh I oY 


tears ſwell in her eyes. 5 „ 


e og oo en, e een Vig- bar 


| Aftboaticid//the chief/of-Eta,13 hetiadls +» 
ve in that bock. place Bar- -thula there: un Th 


that he came /in his ſounding ſteel, to meet 
the ſon of Usnoth! — Dar thula! if thou © N 
ſhalt eſcape; look not ? onthe falling Wathos. 
Lift thy fails, 0 Althos, vards dw ne | 
N of Etha. 4 id e e 


d 0 * Nat GE 3 + 2. 


* * 


Wo : 


; Tell to the thief ); mot his, n 811 vi vin 
fame; that my ſword did nat ſhun the battle. 5 
Tell as aaa the midſtool nn 

1 344 72 þ | g 33 | . 2 . . 44462 | . 
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bout in- law. The ceremony ulod upon cheſe, 8 „ 
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let the e of i eee ie vers; Daughter of \ 
| Cola! nat} the maids to Etha's ecchoing hall. 
Let their ſongs ariſe from Nathos, When ſha- 
0 dbwy autumn returns. —— O that the voice 
of Cons ) might be heard in my praiſe! then 
- a] eee e 
| mountain - winds. . | 


47" Nd my voice hat $5.09" ” thy a r 
chief of che woody Etha: The voice of Oſſian 

| | hall riſe in thy praiſe,,. fon. of the generous 
' ©  Unnoth{;: Why was I not on Lena, when the 
battle roſe? Then would the ſword of Oſſian 
To Nee thee, or "O_ n fallen low. 


18 


N We Ge, that night, in Selma. round the 
1 nh of the ſhell. The wind was abroad, 
in the. oaks; the ſpirit of the mountain *) 
ſhrieked. The blaſt came ruſtling through the 
hall, and gently touched my harp. The ſound 
was mournful and low, like the ſong of the 
tomb. ORE Wan ie t firſt, * erowded 
oF . Ge os Ct # ares WR 


45 


3 * Oden, the ſon ob Finger is, often, Xa 
WE 6 called the voice of Con. # 


1 


— By the ſpirit of the r . 4 meant that FEY 
and melancholy ſound, which precedes 4 an; 
well known ro thoſe who live | in. a 95 eonarg 


Fd _ * 
: : 


* 4 IE: # Sg 


na- Morven. I hear the ſound of death on the 


may fly with joy to Moryen's woody hills. 


ſound was mournful and 13 Bend Wy. ie 


bend; "lay. by the red terror of your, courſe, 


ſea.” Let His robe of miſt be riear ; his {pe 


that is formed of a elbud. Place an balf- ! 
ſinguiſhed meteor by his fide, in the form of. 
the hero's ſword. And, oh! let his counte? i 
nance be lovely, that Lis friends may delight 
in his preſence. Bend from your l n 


n of my, ers) bend. gh Fi 


22821 


* 


waves. Silent he hears. 
on his ſpear . 


4 * a EM. 1 "235. 


of \ Pn 1 fi 
l. heroes are low, ſaid the gray - haired ling of 


harp of my ſon. Oſſian, touch the founding} 
ſtring; bid the ſorrow riſe ; that their ſpirits 


ef touched the harp, 'before the king, | 97 
from your clouds, 1 faid, ghoſts'of n my fathers!” 


and receive the falling chief; ; whether he comes 
from a diltant land, or rifes from the rollin * : 


&” Such was my ſong, in un 10 the Aer | 
ly - trembling. harp. But Nathos was on Ullin's 
ſhore , ſurrounded by the night; he heard the 
voice of the foe amidſt the roar of tumbling 

they voice, * eu | 
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ha roſe, with its beams eden wi * 
| As: like gray rocks, with all their 
trees, they ſpread along the eoaſft Cairbat 
ſtood, in the a and 8 N finiled,) when 
he ſlaw the foe. F 
Noathos übel forwe 4. in his gb 
5 nor could Dar- thula ſtay W She came 
Vith the \ bero, lifting: her ſhining ſpear, | And 5 
who. are "theſe „in their armour, in the pride 


SS © 


WY | E youth?" Who but the ſons 'of Ymoth, At 
1 thos end dark⸗ haired, Ardan? 3 | 
| . n „ 
An dene ſaid Na ag me. chief. if the 


high Temors. Let our, battle be on the ; coaſt, 

for the, white - hoſomed maid. © His people are 
not with Nathos; they are; behind that; rolling 
ſes, Why doſt thou bring thy thouſands. againſt 
e chief of Ethe ? Thou didſt fly ) from 
hic, in ee hey: Fs Glands. were around 
; 7 M Ai 4 F | 3 wk 


* 


; - Youth of the heart of pride, ſhall Erin's 
Feing fight” th thee? Thy fathers were not 
' among; the renowned, nor of the kings of men. 
Are the arms of foes in their halls?” Or the 
5 ſhields of other times? Cairbar i renowned | 8 
e nor does he ncht with little men | | 
0 | xr” e 


| *3 Hells u. hs of c ben aun. 


8 4s. 1 | 
1 WY P EN 
— ang foens\ co) tibrie'/ Mikthos'; 


he tne his eyes to his brothers. Their 
ſpears Hew: at once, land three heroes lay on 


earth. Then the: light of their {wards gleamed We 


on high the ranks of Erin yield; > as 4 ue 
of dark elauds before a blaſt of wind- a5 7 

Then Cairbar ordered his people, and hw 
drew a thouſand bows. . A thouſand arrows flew; - 


the ns” of 'Usndth' fell. "They fell Bk three | 


voung öaks, Which ſtood alone on the? wt; 
the travefler e the lovely trees, end“ 0 
ed how they grew fo lonely; the blaſt of the . 
deſart came, by night, and laid* their ren 
heads low z; next day he returned, but they 
were laratered; and the heath war bare all 
Dir - thula Mood ig fllent grief, arid behalf - 
their fall: no tear is in her eye; but. Her loox 
is wildly ſad. Pale was her cheek; her trem- 


bling lips broke ſhort an half · formed word. 2 


Her dark hair” flew on " the ind. — 1 
gloomy Cairbar came. Where is thy lover 
now? the car - borne” chief” of Etha? Haſt chou 
bebeld the halls | of "Usnoth ? Or the dark- 


| brown hills of Fingel? My battle had roared 
8 Morven, did not the winds meet Dar- thula. : 
Fingel himſelf would have been low, Nd Tor 


row dwellnig in veins, e 
„nn e e 5 1 5 ey 


4a 7 
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E DAR THU LA: 


ide Mien fell. from? Dar- müde tf her 
breaſt of ſnow appeared. It appeared, but it 
was . ſtained with blood, for an arrow was 
fixed in her fide. She fell on the füllen Na- 
thos, like a wreath of ſnow. Her dak hair 
ſpreads on his FOTO 2 _ FS ing 
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bee ol colla » «thou. ant Joy, : | ſaid 


n * Selims, 2 Trathil's * 7 race "have 
failed. When wilt thon riſe, in thy beauty, 
-, firſt of Erin's maids ? Thy ſleep is long in the 
tomb, and the morning diſtant far. The ſun 
ſhall not come to thy bed, and ſay, Awake *) 

Dar- thula!. + awake, thou firſt of women! the : 


* "MM, Wong is broad. The flowers ſhake 
„ tmheit 


* : 3 + 4-44 z 


+» : 


"*) Truth was 15 founder of Dar ela pop 4 


w_ Riſe up, my love, my fair one, and come away. 
For Jo, the Winter is paſt, the rain is over, and 
gone. The flowers appear on the earth; the time 
of ſinging is come, and the voice of the turtle is 

heard in our land. The fig- tree putteth forth * 
green figs and the vines, with the tender grape, 
give a good ſmell. Ariſe, my wo , 58 ar one, 

\ and come away. oO 


23 
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soleuen- N Song. 
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their heads on the green hills, the ay 
ve their growing leaves... Retire; 0 fol; B 3 
daughter of Colla is afleep. She will not co; * 


me forth in her beauty: ſhe will 1 move, 2 
in the ſteps. of her lovelinels, - 0 , 


- Tap pn of g e * 
4 — « RN — — = . F Fj 5 P 
5 17 a : i F 1 \ S p . 
7 | ; s] 3 
Such was the ſong” of the bards, When 
they raiſed the tomb. I ſung, after warde . 
k Ko 
dver: the grave, when the king of Morven ca- . 
8 — 
me; when he came to green Ullin, to fight 
with car · borne Cairbar. 30% an 0h 4 | 
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aſt-#*) Adis left * Ane ewt hea-· 
ven, golden haired ſon of the ſky ? 


- The welt Hai opened ite gates; the bed of thy 
1 is there. The waves come to behold thy 


2 R beau 


Fl * 


Drugs, cetuming from an expedition, whidthe had 

| | made into the Roman province, reſolved. to vilit 
Cathulla king of Inis- tore, and brother to Com- 

_ ala, whoſe Rory is related, ar large in the drama - 
tic poem, publiſhed in this colſection. Upon his 


coming in ſight of Carric · thura, che palace of 


„Cathulla, he obſerved a flame on its top, which, 
in thoſe days, was a ſignal of distreſs. The 


wind drove him into a bay, at ſome diſtance from 
Carric- thura, and he was obliged to paſs the night 
on the ſhore. Next day he attacked the army of 
Frothal king of Sora, who had beſieged Cathulla 
in his palace of Carric · thura, and took Frothal 


8 | himſelf priſoner, after he had engaged him in a 
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ſingle combat. The deliverance of Carric- thura 
s the ſubject ofthe. een, bus ſeveral oher epi. 
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| CARRIC:THURA: A POEM. gt. /' |} 

3 beauty: they lift thejr embling Mid e ©: 1 2, 


i ' thee lovely in thy ſleep; but they ſhrink away 
with fear, Reſt; in thy ſhadowy dane 0 fun! 
nd let thy return be in joy. But let a 
4 | thouſand lights ariſe to the ſound of the burp” 
; of Selma: let. the beam ſpread in the hall, the 
bing of ſhells is returned! The ſtrife of Cro- 
na ts 1 pelt; like n _ are n NN 


7 _ N ET. „ 


4 odes are inter oven whit it. 11 appears far tn 
: dition, that this poem was addrefled to a Culdee, 


or one of the firſt Chriſtian miſſionaries, and that 

tte ftory of the Spirit of Loda, ſuppoſed to be the 
ancient Odin of Scandinavia, was introduced by þ 
i  Offian in oppoſition to the Culdee's dodtrine. 3 
+ *& tis as it will, it lets us into Offian's notions of a 5 
5 13 ſuperior being; and ſhews that he was not ad- 
_ difted to the ſuperſtition, which prevailed all. the 
2 World * ging the edn ences Chriſtiani anity. . 
' 2 The ug of Ullin, with Eich the poem Tpulis 
5 - 5s in a lyric meaſare. It Was uſual with Fingal, 
1 nnen 
his bards ſinging before: Rim. This ſpecies of 
5 = | wriunph & is, called, 0) Offian, the W of einn. 
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"Raiſe che ſong, 0 bards! the king i is returned 
ne eee a 


, Such was. the a 5 Ulla, han, Fingal 
returned from battle: when he returned in the 
fair bluſhing of youth; with all his heavy locks, 
His blue arms were on the hero; like a gray 
. cloud on the ſun, when he moves in his robes 
of miſt, and ſhews but half his beams. His he- 

roes follow the king: the feaſt of ſhells is 
ſpread. Fingal, turns to his bards, and bids the 


| * to riſe. 


„Ven af ecchoing Cona! . 0 . 
of ata times! Ye, on whoſe ſouls the blue 
- hoſts of our fathers riſe! firike the | harp in my 
| hall; and let Fingal hear the ſong. "Pleaſant 
is the joy of grief! it is like the ſhower of 4 

ſpring , when it ſoftens the branch of the oak, 

and the young leaf lifts its green head. Sing 
on, o bards, to-morrow we lift the ſail. My 
blue courſe is through the ocean, to Carric- / 
thura's walls; the moſly walls of Sarno, where CEE 
Comila dwelt. There the noble Cathulls ſpreads 


(Hat por which relates ro on, with : any de 
gres of yr: | 


the feu of Sell nd beter r N 
are many, and 4 hy + Sound of the! chaes ſhall. 
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; a | Ullin, Mi-. 
nona, graceful at the harp! raiſe the ſong ok 
Shilric, to pleaſe the king of Morven. Let Vin- 
vela come in her beauty „ like the ſhowery bow, 
when it ſhews its loyely head on the lake, and 
the ſetting ſun is bright. And ſhe cores, 6% 
Fingal! h her voice is ſoft, but fad. 5] 0 A © 


x 5 
($94 * 
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ig is « for of the hill. lle 
the flying "deer." His gray dogs are we 
arothd him; his bow- ſtring ſounds in tis wind. 
Doſt thou reſt by the fount of the rock, or by 
the noiſe of the mountain - ſtream ? the ruſhes 
we nodding with the wind, the miſt is flying 


*y 8 Hull” #, vill Lo * loye unper- 
2 3 r ee, 


Oban bull thihk, that the parts nn and Vin 
Vela were repreſented by Cronnan and Mitiona, \ 

- © whoſe very names denote that they Wete fingers, 
who performed in public. Cronuan ſignifies @ _ 

' mournful ſound; Miyona; or Min-" onn, ſoft_air. 
All the dramatic poems of Offian appear to have . 

been repteſented befor * 1517 1 occa · 5 

g . 2 | ; 3 
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cel hee from be rock. daun 
} Jaw! thee firſt; by the aged aged oak of Branno ): 
chou wert returning tall from the chace _ 
b 7 faireſt among thy —__ ee Vo OG 


* 
. — 4 wk f SS * "es, R £4 1 ; * ! 18 12 
\ 4 T . NY x by 
f gp. mt Suisse. l e "Hi * 
: — : *. 
| LE ” What voice is "that 1 hear * ; that roice like 


be ſammer - wind. 75 fit not by the nod- 
1 ding ruſhes; 1 hear not the fount of the rock. 
Figs Afar, Vinvela * , afar 1 go to the wats of 
"Fingal. My dogs attend me no more, No mo- 
re L tread. the, hill. Na more from on high 1 
188 ſee thee, fait - moving by, the ſteam, of the 
a e the g moon 
REST fat! | 
_— 
tet * ad 
LN. * 
x . * 3 oe river \ by that Fo oy in the 
mot | taps, of O There are ſeveral, Imall Avers in 
Ko? . north of Scotland, ſtill retaining he name of 


ern me 


il ; 3 dene eee one en Up, n 
5 = - He "Bb in "the Gali Lan guage: has the lame bound 
. with * v in n Engliſh. 85 14 
Hg 


< eee "us 4 
a * 25 „F 
| FX Vidya J 
"Then * art gone, 0 Shilric! bY 1 ah, OT 
alone on the hill. The deer are ſeen en ee. 
brow ; void of fear they graze alang. No mo- > 
re they dread the wind; no more. the ruſtling FEY 
tree. The hunter is far removed; he i is in the © 
held of graves. Strangers! ſons of the waves? 3 


„ * 1 * 7 1 * . ö 1 N 


e WIT Shilrie. „ 


* oh 44 


fxg | SnrinnG © 55 5 3 
1 fall 1 muſt in the field, raiſe high my. „ 
grave, Vinvela. | Gray ſtones „and heaped-up  _*” 
earth, ſhall mark me to future times. When 
the hunter ſhall fit by the mound, and produ: 5 
ce his food at noon, «Some warrior r reſts MR 
he will ſay; and my fame ſhall live in his prai - 2 
ſe. * Remember | me, 1 N when low K 
„ 


: : „ 8 


; . vrt 8 * | 
Ves! — I will remember” "thee — | Indeed; 225 
my Shilric will fall. What ſhall I do, my lo- 
ve! when thou art gone for ever? Through oy, 
\ BW theſe hills 1 will go ot noon; 1 will go thropgh 


- 
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* 
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* 
A 
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BN the filent heath. There 1 will ſee the ehae. 
J unleed, ay Shilric will L falls bug I will remem- Rs 
1777... ̃ 8 
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And 1 remember the chief, id the Keg 
of woody Morven; he conſamed' the battle in 
. bis rage. But now my eyes behold him not. 
* I met him, one day, on the hill; his cheek 
1 Was pale; his brow was dark. The ſigh was 
| frequent in his breaſt; his ſteps were towards 
tlie deſart. But now he is not in the crowd 
of my chiefs, when the ſounds of my ſhields 
ariſe. Dwells he in the narrow houſe wy wart 

chief of high Carmora? ? "WKY 1 x. 8 
Cronnan! - ſaid Ullin of other the ; "ral 
the ſong of Shilric ; when he returned to his 

hills, and Vinvela was no more. He leaned on 
her gray moſly ſtone ; he thought Vinvela lived. | 

He ſaw her fair- - moving . the plain: 

3 the bright form laſted not: the ſun- beam 
Aa led from the field, and ſhe was ſeen no more. | 
a 7 Hear the ſong of Shilric, it is ſoft but ſad. 
N 1 fit by the moſſy fountain; on the top | 
| o te bill of winds n 


WW ve 


1 The grave. BY 
3 as); Carn · mor , bigh recky bill. . 1 x 
f 1 The diſtinction, which the aticiefir Scots made 
"between good and "bad picky, Was; that the 
/ former appeared ſometimes in the flay-time in 
lonely unfrequented places, but the- latter ſeldom 
dut by night, and always in & dismal gloomy 
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enn 


ve me. erk Waves roll over: the bei me 
lake is t doubled below. The deer deſcend from 


the hill. No hunter at a diſtance i is ſeen; no 


whiſtling cow- herd is "nigh, It is mid day: 
but all is filent. Sad are my thoughts alone. 
Didſt thou but appear 12 my love, a waiderer 
on the heath! thy hair flouting on the wind 
behind thee ; thy -boſom heaving on the ht; 


thine eyes full of tears for thy friends, nom 


hee | 


the miſt of the hill had concealedi 


father's Wee 1 0 


But is . he chat re appears, the! a 


18. 


| beam of light on the heath ? bright | as the moon 
in autumn, 45 the ſun in a ſummer - ſtorm, 
comeſt thou; lovely maid , over "rocks over 


would comfott; my 9755 and — ches to * | 


mountains t me? ——- She ſpeaks? but how 


| weak het” yoice! 1 like the breeze N reeds 


of the pool. > Wet 8 . 


| Returneſt thou aſe Res Th Jean? "hats. 
' are thy friends, my love? 1 heard of thy death 


ies 2h I heard and mourned thee , Shine! Vo 
Yes; my fair; I return; but 1 alone r 


rn e e e ris more: theit 


* F Alone 


* 
# % 
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gtaves E reiſed on the plain. But why art nay" 4 
on the deſert hill? Why on the heath, alone? © 
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N Kona! 1am, o Shilric ! alone in the win 
nk With grief for How! 1 ene Shil- 
ric, I am pale in the tomb. 1 

She fleets, ſhe fails: away; a8 ho ani | 
before the wind! —— and; wilt thou not ftay; 

my love 2% Stay and behold | my tears; Fair 

then oppemceſt, Views; fair thou mitt, n 
alive! 1 t 81 

„ the molly anbei 1 will fie 8 on "the 
| top of the bill of winds. When mid an 
fllent around, converſe , 0 my loye, with me! 

come on the wings of the gale! on the blaſt 
of the mountain, come! Let me hear * voice, 
as thou paſſeſt, when mid- day i is "Kent around. 
Such was the- ſong of. Cronnan 13 on the 
night of Selma's joy. But morning ro e in the - 
eaſt; the blue waters rolled in ght. ' ; Fingal k 
bade his fails to riſe, and the winds © come ruſt- . 
ling from their hills, Inistore roſe to fight, 6 
and. Carric · thura's moſſy towers. But the ſign 5 
of distreſs was on their top: the green flame | 
_ edged with ſmoke.- The king of Morven ftruck 
his breaſt: he asſuined, at once, his ſpear. | His 
darkened brow bends forward to the coaſt: he : 
looks back to the Agging winds. Hischair % 
disordered on his backs, The enen uh , * king 
is terrible. ORE + #* Fei 3 1891 PR n 


* 2 , Fo - ; ; 8 - 4 
: * : 1 " „* 2 


« * os 4 255 
Night bene down on the ſen | Rothi's bay 


received the" ſhip. A rock bends along” the | 1 


coaft with all its ecchoing wood. On the top 
is the circle J of Loda, end the moſſy ſtone 
of power. A narrow plain ſpreads beneath; 
covered with graſs and eged trees, which: the 
midnight- winds, in their wrath, had torn from 
the ſhaggy rock. The blue courſe of à fiream 
is there: and the ! blaſt of ne | 
the thiſtle's beard, e £575) thrnes n 


The flame af three dals atoſe; the "Redd d is 
ſpread around: but the ſoul of the king i8 fad, 5 
for Carrie thure's_ battling chief. The wan, 
cold moon roſe, in the eaſt. Sleep defcended . . 
on the youths. Their blue helmets glitter to 
the beam; the fading fire decays. But deep 
did not reſt on the king; he roſe in the hdl | 
or his arms, and ſlowly aſcended the Hill, % 8 

5 behold. the flame of Sarno's tower. Mn 


> 29 


The: dane was "bat and diſtant 5 "he moon - 


1 bid her red face in the eaſt. A blaſt come 


"uy the mountain, and ' bore, on its ene, 
ns 40 46s A 


1285 2 The. nech e e e e to be n . ot 
9 whrſhip: among the Scandinavians, as.the ſpirit | 
on *Þ "Toa me * ES Fog: Ts brand a” 1 
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| the ſpirit of Loda. He came to bis lacy in 


3 dis terrors ), and he ſhook his duſky ſpear, — 


His eyes appear like flames in his dark face; 


45 nh and his voice. is like diſtant thunder. Fiogal 


advanced with the ſpear of his h. 50 
raiſed his voice on hig. 


Seon of night, retite: call thy whats and 
fly! Why doſt thou come to my preſence, 
with thy ſhadowy arms? Do 1 fear thy gloomy 
form, yismal ſpirit of Loda ? Weak is thy ſhield 
of clouds: feeble is that meteor, thy ſword. 
The blaſt rolls them together; and thou thyſelf 
doſt vaniſh, Fly from my preſence, ſon of night! 
call thy winds, and fy! RET: | 


17. ; a An thou force. me from my place? replied 


the Hollow voice. The people bend before me. 
1 turn the battle in the field of the valiant. 


80 I Jook on the nations, and they vaniſh: my 


„  nioftrils pour the blaſt of 'death. 1 come *) 


A abroad on the winds: : the tempeſts are before 


my face. But my dwelling is calm; above 
, "ny l ; $a wit” * 15. us are Loans 
; . - Dwell 
= He is defcribed, in a Anil, in the « yoo Con» 
cerning the death. of Cuchullin.. | i 
) There is a great reſemblance between. the n . 
- 5 woke of this mock divinity ,/ and: thoſe of the true God, 1205 
e 55 
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Dwell, FR in wi calm K. fia Finggh, 1 


and let Comhal's ſon be forgot. Do my iſteps, -/ 
aſcend, from my hills, into thy peaceful plain? 
Do I meet "thee, with a ſpear, on thy cloud, „ 
ſpirit of dismal -Loda ? Why then doſt hen oY 
frown on Fingal? or ſheke thine airy. ſpear? | S 
But thou froymeſt in ain: "fa. never 1 from 204 | 


rh to, 6 th 1 en the 1 Fil? has 9 
the wind, and fly. The. blaſts are in the bol A = 
low of my hand: the courſe. of the ſtorm * 55 
mine. The king of Sora is my fon, he bends 8 "=, 
at the ſtone' of my power. His battle is around 4 » 
| Carrie. thura; and he will prevail. Fly to Ce "a 9 4 
land, ſon of Comal, or feel my flaming. wrath. . 55 - 


: ew lifted high his ſhadowy” ſpear;.. and Ron. 8 = 
| forward his terrible height. But the, king, „ ©} Da - i 3 
vancing , drew his ſword; the blade of der. e 
brown Luno ). The gleaming. path of the” 5 LE. 
ſteel winds. through the gloomy gholt: "The: | JOE. 
form fell mae 28 air like” a column of "IE . os 
9 The tad, ford If dn, ma Lun, oer 
Laut, a dg} * Lochlin 


See : 


Hugg * 


1 
5 
. 


. „ 


15 CARRIC-THURA: - 
” whit e fat of the. boy Wiki, 


0 1 * | it riſes from he half: -  exſtinguiſhed nary 
1 "The: ſpirit. I od ſivicked./-ur, rolled 
Vine himſelf, he roſe on the wind. Inistore 
ſhook at the ſound. The waves heard it on 
| the deep: they ſtopped, in their courſe, with 
6 1 anions of Fingal ſtarted, at once; 


n ſpear. They mite de 
* they role with rage; all their arms reſound. 


EL | The; moon-came forth in the eaſt. The 


. returned in the gleam of his arms. The 


7 Joy .of his: you 3 was great: their ſouls ſettled, 


ns a ſea from a ſtorm. Ullin raiſed. the ſong of 
*, gladneſs. The hills of Inistore rejoiced. The 
fame of the ook. aroſe; and the tales of heroes 
Were tolg, 7 

But Frothol , 6 'Sots's battling hind; 40 f in 


| ſadejeſs beneath a tree. The hoſt ſpreads around | 
 Carric- thurs. He looks towards the Walls with 


. 2 _ rage. He longs for the blood of Cathulla, who, 


once, overcame the king in war.. When 
Annie ned 22 in N Me father of car- 


r OS: borne 


* * 


| . 2 Ms + was al the — of krragon. who, ar 


75 2 Vllled after the death of his brother Frotha/. The 
3 death of Erragon is the ſubject of the Satie. 2 
= 2 7 en, 8 885 * this rn IP . 8 


&. 


- 


* * A1 * 0 E M. TY 


borne Frothal, a blaſt bole? on he ſea, and car- 
ried Frothal to Inistore. Three days he feaſtec 
in Sarno's halls, and ſaw the flow rolling eves . 
of Comala. He loved her „( in the rage of 
youth, and ruſhed to ſeize the white armed 
maid, Cathulla met the chief. 
battle role. Frothal i 1s bound 1 in the. hall: three 
days he pined alone. On the fourth, Serno 
ſent him to his ſhip, and he returned to his 
land. But wrath darkened in his font againſt. | 
the noble Cathulla, When Annir's ſtone F) 


The gloom]ꝗm 


Ly 


The battle burned round Carrie- urs, and 2 


$arno's $ moſſy walls. i 


the ſound ; they ſtood , = but their eyes were 
turned to the ſea . They ſaw Fingal coming in 


his ſtrength ; and veſt the noble Thubar ſpoke. 


W comes ue we lag of the N 
with all his herd behind him? Frothal, 


- 
"a: — M 
. * % 4 + 5 by ps : ; 1 
4 


# 1 3 N - 


0 That is, after che denth * Te c "the | 


one of one's fame, Was, in other Words, wo. 


8 +34 


N - 

"I 5 

= R l | 5 : | ä 

I : * af of 
* . * 
» 

" x 
v * 8 


: Marning roſe on Inistore. Frothal ee 
his dark - brown ſhield. - His chiets ſtarted at 


e eee was dead. * 


of fame aroſe, Frothal came in his Atrength, Re 


#5 


2 f ” 
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fog; . ſee bis forward 8 perhaps it is the 

king of Morven, Fingal the, firſt of men. His 

bo actions are well known on Gormal ; the blood 
7 of his foes is in Starno's halls. hall I aſk the 
| peace *)'of 1 He is, like the W of 
beaven. „ 7 BD 3940 N | 
Son of the feeble hab, faid Frothal , ſhall 
my- days begin in darkneſs? Shall I yield. befo- 
re I have conquered in battle „chief of ſtreamy 
Tora? The people would ſay in Sora, Frothal 
flew forth like a meteor; but Fond dark cloud 
met it, and it is no more. : | Thubar, I 
will never yield; my fame mal ſurround me 
like light. No: I. will never yield, | Kang, of 


 fireamy Tora. 


; | He went forth with the ſtream of his peo- 

ble, but they met a rock: Fingal \ſtood unmov- 
ed, broken they rolled back from his fide. Nor 
did they roll in ſafety; the ſpear of the king 
purſued their flight. The field is covered with 


1 A riſing hill ec the flying Rt 


Frothal ſaw their fight. The rage of his 
| boſom roſe, He bent his eyes to the ground, 
* talled the a Thubar. — 8 ! 


89 


2 9 Honourable terms 1 peace · i 


3 
. 


© i M80 Mort 1 


my omg fled. My 45 has ceaſed to riſe, 
I will fight the king; I feel my burning ſoul. 

Send a bard to demand the combat.” Speak not 
againſt Frothal's words: mo But, Thubar 5 
love a maid; ſhe dwells by Thano's ſtream, the 
white - boſomed daughter of Herman, Utha 
with the ſoftly - rolling eyes. She feared the 
daughter *) of Inistore, and ber ſoft ſighs roſe, 


at my departure. Tell to Utha, n am low 


but that u. - foul delig hted in her. 


Such were his words, , N to Got 51 
But the ſoft ſigh of Utha was near. She had 
followed her hero over the ſes, in the armour 
of a man. She rolled her eye on the youth, 


in ſecret, from beneath a glittering helmet. But 


1 


now ſhe ſaw the bard as he went, and the 
ſpear fell thrice from her hand Her looſe hair 


flew on the wind. Her white breaſt roſe, with 
ſi ohs. She lifted. up her eyes to the king ; . 
ſhe would e but thrice ſhe failed. . 


age e e ee af ahh. bard; KY 
came in 1 95 "MV of ſteel. 17 mixed their 


death - 


*) By the Auger of Inĩstore 5 Frothal means Coms. 
la, of whoſe death Utha probably had not heard; pm ek 
\ conſequently ſhe feared, that the former palijon | 


: * Frothal me Comil might return. 


*%.. 


* 


. : 
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deathful ſpears, and raiſed” the gleam of their 


ſwords. But the ſteel of Fingal deſcended,” and 
cut Frothal's ſhield in twain. His fair ood Is 


expoſed half- bent he fore+ſees his death. 
Darkneſs gathered on Uthe's ſoul. The 
tear rolled down her cheek. She rufhed to co- 


ver the chief with her ſhield; but à fallen 


oak met her ſteps. She fell on her arm of 
Mow ; her ſhield, her helmet flew wide. Her 


White boſom heaved to the fight; her dark- 


brown hair i is ſpread on earth, 
Fingal pitied the white · armed maidz he 


ö ſtayed the uplifted ſword. The tear was in the 


eye of the king, as, bending | forward, he 


| poke. King of ſtreamy Sora! fear not the 


word of Fingal. It was never ſtained with the 


blood of the vanquiſhed; it never pierced a fal- 
len foe. Let thy people rejoice along the blue 
waters of Tora: let the maids of thy love be 
glad. Why ſhouldeſt thou tall i in r youth, 


king of, ſtreamy Sora ? 


Frothal heard the words of Pingel; and 


aw the riſing maid: they ) ſtood in ſilence, 


in their beauty; like two voung trees of the 
plain, when the ſhower of ſpring is on their 


1 the loud winds are laid. 


4 2 Daugh. 6 
* Frothal wad Urka, MN 


* N 0 * N. _—_ 


pete of | Herman, aid Frothal, didſt 
hes come from Tora's ſtreams; didit- thou co 
me, in. thy beauty, to behold thy warrior low? * 
But he was low * the mighty, maid of the 


flow - rolling eye! The feeble did not qvereome 
the ſon of car-borne Annir. Terrible art thou, 


0 king of Morven! in battles of the ſpear. 
But, in peace, thou art like the ſun, when he 
looks through a ſilent ſhower: the flowers lift, 


their fair heads before him; and the gates . 


ke their ruſtling wings. O that thou wert in 


Sora! that my feaſt were ſpread? — — The | 


future kings of Sora would ſee thy arms and 


rejoice. They would rejoice at the fame” of | 


4 9 * . 1 


their fathers, who beheld "he mighty Fingal. | 


wx Fort) 


a Sn of Annir, replied the king; the tank | | 
of Sora's race ſhall be heard. — When chiefs 


% 


are ſtrong in battle, then od the ſong ariſe 4 
But if their words are ſtretched over the feeble; 


if the blood of the weak has ſtaineq their arms: 
the bard ſhall forget them in the ſong, 


their tombs ſhall not be known. The ranger. | 
ſhall come and build there, and remove the 


heaped - - up earth. An half worn ſword ſhall 
| riſe before him 1 N Hrs above it, . will 


4; CARRIC-THUR a: 


: « Weir names are not in ſong. * [ G 
thou, o Frothal, to the feaſt of Inistore; let 
the maid of thy love be there; ang - our faces 
wll We with joy. 


1 


Fingal took his rear , moving in the teps 
of his might. The gates of Carric-thura are 
opened. The feaſt of ſhells is ſpread. — The 
voice of Ullin was heard; the harp of Selma 
Was ſtrung, Utha led in his preſence; and 
demanded the ſong of grief; the big tear hung 
in her eye, when the loft *) Crimora ſpoke; 
| F the daughter of Rinval, who dwelt at 
Lotha's** mighty ſtream. _ 5 The tale was long, 
but lovely: and at: the ages bs maid of 
Tora. 


1 * 
4 gn - 
— R I» 
* 


1 * 
Wm o 


21055 ride is 4 « Say} in EY this ha, | 
= & 45 { We Banos" Of Dire GT Uta Were ib 


1 
3 


* 1 1 


». N Hou 
rivers, in the north of Scotland. The only one of 
thein, char ſtill retains a name of a like ſound, is | 
| Lochy, in inrerns fine but Whether it is the 1 
mer mentioned here ; the translator will not 255 0 
teud to ſay. f x 


Cx 11 oA A *). 
who cometh from the hill, like a cloud 
tinged with the beam of the weſt? Whoſe voice 
is that, loud as the wind, but pleaſant as the 
harp of Carril *)? It is my love in the light 


4 


the mighty race of Fingal? or what ae 
my Connal . . | hy 


1 . 1 1 . 


They live. I faw. them return Site? the 


ed the hill. Loud is the voice of the youth; 


terrible Dargo comes, to try the forte of our 


FR 


% 


* 


cn. möra; a { Boats of 4 OY! ſont: FY 


With Carril the ſ6n of Kinfena, Cuchullin's bard. 
The name itſelf is proper to any bard, .as it ſi- 
| gnifies a ſprigbtiy and harmonious ſound. 


8 Conual, the ſow of Diaran, Was one of the moſt 


ors Fingal; he was ſlain in @ battle 
agiiuſt Dargo a Briton 5 but whether by the hand 


of the enemy » or that of his e * | 


* does not determine 


e ION” 


of ſteel; but ſad is his darkened brow. Live 


che „ like a ſtream of light. The ſun was on 
their ſhields. Like a ridge of fire they deſcend- 80 


the war, my love, is near. To- morrow che 5 
race. The race of N * n the race e of 


* - 
e. 1 


9 Perhaps the Carril mentioned here A the FTA . 
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„ CrNi 


cConnal, 1. ur his ſails; Ille grey mit on 


f the ſable wave. They flowly came to * 
15 n Try are the warriors of Ds 


9 | 1 1 : 4 4 | UC 1 
Con A. : 


4 OW me Ny father's ſhield; the boſſy, 


* iron ſhield of Rinval; that ſhield like the full 


moon, when it moves darkened through heaven, 


” a 5 2 2 5 EET 5 | ) o . bs / 
OR - ENG 
. That Thield 1 bring, o Connal; but it did 


not + 7550 my father. By the ſpear of Gormar 


vs „ 14 * 


be fell. Thou . Wits, o "Connal* . 


8 5 e 197 center N 
n \Fal indeed I may: But raiſe my ea 
Trimora. Gray ſtones, a mound of earth, ſhall 

keep my memory. Bend thy red eye over my 


tomb, and beat thy mournful heaving breaft. 


\, + Though fair thou art, my, love, as the light; 


more pleaſant than the gale of the hill: yet I 
PO NE Raiſe my tomb, Se 


1. 1 — 4 4b 
4 EY 


e 8 „ A 
9 Then give me thoſe 450 "br c Ut; that 
FX word, and that t ear e of fleet, i: 9 meet 


„ 


. 
5 


/ won, wh — 


„ 


N 2 


Ir 0 


Dargo with 1 and aid my lovely Conne Fe- | 
rewel, ye rocks of Ardven! ye deer! and ye - 
ſtreams 'of the hill! — We ſhall, retum ae 
more. Our tombs are diſtant far. 
And did they return no more? ad U 
- burſting ſigh. Fell the mighty in battle, and- 
did Crimora live? — Her ſteps: were lanely'; 
and her, foul was ſad for Connal. Wes he pot | 
young and lovely; like the beam of the ſefting 
ſun? Ullin, ſaw the virgin's tear, and took the 
foftly - trembling . harp; * the ſong wat EW 
| but fad, and fi lence _ was in Carric- th ng 
; Autumn is dark on the mountains; 
iſt reſts. a the hills. The whirlwind, is i 
on the heath. Dark rolls the river through the 
narrow plain. A tree ſtands alone on the hill, 
and | marks the Numbering. Connal. The leaves - 
-whirl round with the wind, and ſtrew tlie grave 
of the dead. At times are ſeen here. the _ 
'of the deceaſed , when the an ban a 
ſtalks flowly over the heath. e 507 948K 
| Who can reach the ſource of hy cel b 
Sen and who recount thy fathers? Thy: e- 
mily grew like an oak on the mountain, hien 
meets the wind, with its loſty e hesd Bar 
now it is forn from wy os, e 
FEA the place of Connal?'. e eie > A. YM 


on 


4 


, = CARRICoTHURA: 
* Here Was 'the din of ar; and here: the 


1 " modes of the dying. Bloody ate the wars of 
| ” Fingal ! o Connal! it was here thou didſt fall. 
* Tuhine arm was like à ſtorm; thy ſword a beam 
5 8 1 thy height, a rock on the plain; thi- 
me eyes, 4 furnace of fire. Louder than k 
2 on” was thy voice, in the battles of the 

Keel. Warriors fell by thy 0 as the thiſtle 
dy de m of «boy. DS 2" 


Dargo the mighty came on, 0 1 a cloud 
ER + "of thunder. His brows were contracted and 
4 dark. Elis eyes like two caves in a rock. 
BEE! . bright roſe their ſwords on each ſide; Ute was 
ax .the clang of their ſteel. OY Pa Hart Fl 
r The (daughter: of Rinval was pin; i Crimo- 
r /-bright in the acmour/of man; her yellow 
| bair is looſe behind, her bow is in her hand. 
= She followed the youth to the war, Connal 
? "her | much##beloved. She drew the. ſtring on 
| | Dargo.5 but erring pierced her Connal. + He 
Falls” Uke an oak on the plain; like a rock from 
the ſhaggy” hill. What ſhall ſhe do, | hapleſs 
mad. He- bleeds; her Connal dies. All 
che night long >ſhe/ cries, and all the day, o 
Connal, my een 1 With * 


i ; | ad. C : ; Cy 
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Forth here incloſes the lovelieſt pair on 
the hill. The graſs grows between the ſtones 
of the tomb; I often fit in the mournful ſhade. 
The wind ſighs through the graſs; their memo-— 
ry ruſhes on my mind. Undlsturbed you now 0 
ſleep fogether; in the tomb of the mountain 


* 


1 reſt Sed 7 GE a6 an 
e G | 

y And ſoft be your dy Kad Ula; — 
d of ſtreamy Lora. I will remember you with 
d tears, and my ſecret ſong ſhall riſe; when the 
, wind is in the groves of Tora, and the ſtream 
1 is roaring near. Then ſhall ye come on wy” 


_ ful, with all' "Jour oy grief. 1 

? Three days feaſted the kings; on the fourth | 

5 their white ſails aroſe. The winds of the north 

1 carry the ſhip of Fingal to Morven's woody 

: land. But the ſpirit of Loda fat, in his 
: _ Cloud, behind the ſhips of Frothal. He hung, 
i forward with all his blaſts, and ſpread the whi- . | 

te · boſomed fails, —— The wounds of his form 

were not forgot; he Hill f feared *) the hand 
of ih nr" 15 . 
8) The Fo of Fingal and rhe ſpirit of Lods, ſuppoſ- 
ed to be the famous Odin, is the moſt extravss © | 
AT . 1 DE. 1 NP dan 5 
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Ew "2008 faion in all Offian's poems. It js not, 
3 rere beſt poers; 


| . And it muſt be ſaid for Offian, that he, ſays no- 
: ming but what perfectly agreed with the notions 


3 3 the times, concerning ghoſts. They thought, 
2 mute ſouls of the dead were material, and con- 
t eequently ſusceptible of pain, Whether a proof 
. i Be, could be drawn from this paſſage, that Offian 
. had no notion of a divinity, I ſhall leave to others 
26: ON 0 determine: it appears, however, that he was 
3 of opinion, that ſuperior beings-ought to take ns 
| notice of what paſſed among men, 12 
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from. ty cloud: thy ſteps are ſtately on 


id 


8 - was one of thoſe occaſions that afforded the ſubje& 


11 er 2aþ" 8 „ 
rr of the deſcending night! ai thy light - 
in the weſt! thou lifteſt thy unſhorn head 
7 


bill; 


* * 


5 This poem ow the amiquiry 2 which 
2 is well known to haye prevailed afterwards, in in 
| the north of Scotland, and in Ireland. The bard: 
Jar un annual feaſt, provided by the king or chief 
repeated their poems, and ſuch of them as 
- «thought, by him, worthy of being pibleryed} 
were carefully taught 10 their children, in order 
40 have them transmitted to poſterity. — I 


AP prgſem poem to. Offian, —— It is called, in 
1 1 Songs of Selma, which title it 

Roe EP), 0 . in the. . 
* 20 


The poem Hs 2 hrie, SE has great varie-, 
ty of verſification. The addreſs to the evening 


= vieh, vgs Opens, bos, in the * 


Ls, . 


7 | # 
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2 


5 ; hill. What doſt thou, behold in the plain? 
__ .- The ſtormy winds are laid. The murmur of 


the torrent comes from afar. Rparing vs 
ves climb the diſtant rock. The flies of even- 
ing are on their feeble wings, and the hum 
\ of their courſe is on the field. What doſt thou 
behold, fair light? But thou doſt ſmile and der 
part. The waves come with joy around thee , 
'» and bathe thy lovely hair. Farewel, thou filent 
| - beam! —— Let the mo of on foul rife, 


— * 
[i 


2 


RO” it does ariſe i in its eng; : I be- 
hold my departed friends. Their gathering i is 
on Lora, as in the days that are paſt, — 
* Fingel comes like a watry column. of miſt; his 
| — berdes are around. And ſee the bards of the 
| ſong, gray - haired Ullin; ſtately Ryno; Alpin). 
 , with the tuneful voice, and 12 ſoft complaint 


ung down with all that tranquillity and fofineſs, 

| which the ſcene deſcribed naturally inſptres. — 
Ik bree of the ſongs which are introduced. in this 
piece, were publiſhed among, the 8 of 

| Wr har x 4 printed laſt year, I _ | 


i > + Alia i Goa ev ies rep or rather 
Albin, * name 3 Ap. * 


1 


x 
a 


a sowes or SEIN „ 


of Minons! * How are ye changed, my 
friends, ince the days of Selme's "feaſt? When 
we conrended, like the gales of the ſprings? | 
that; Ying over the ki, by turns bendiither | 
RL Ba: graſs, ' cent e 2919081 10 - 6 
' Minona then came forth in her 'beakep? . 
with down:/caft-took/ and. tearfulceye; ber hair 
flew, flowly un -che- blalt; ut euſhodninhoqued 
from the hill. . The ſouls of they heroes! 
were u; when ſhe raiſed the tunefub voice 
for often had they ſeen the grave of Salgar *), 
nnd the dark dwelling of white · boſdmed Gf, 
ma *). Coma left alone on the | Hill, n 
all her voice of muſie! Salgar promiſed to C 
me: hut the night deſcended round. Be 


| the 1 voice of Colna „ Aar the. fat, alone on, 
FA | | the bill. 5 3 ” pa Sos & "4 | 4 2 
| 74 & © 3-4 £1 2 Tx . * 3104 33 Corn 
f a 4 | 


if . or r cmntey. 5 he prefent name e of our . 


3 land M its origin hoy! the” Cekie he fo that 
country. Britain comes from Preac r : in 
3 | yariegated, iſland, ſo called from the face of the, 
,.. country, from 1 — natives 8 ſely: $, Or 
from their Parry-cofoureF'cls e 
TY wi Senger, N A (1190s =: ws oh m3! rf 
* wn, Cid - ann amd: 1 8 * | 
£043 b 
FY oF E 
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It ie night; — Im alone, forl: 


RR 
mauantain. The torrent ſhrieks down the: rock. 


No hut receives me from the rain z forlom on; 
e, winds. 12 a Aar ent: 

Riſe, moon! from behind thy coloudr;; tare 

e night; appear! Lead me, ſome ght; to 


the place where my laye reſts from the toil of 


the chace: his bow'-near him; unſtrung; his 


| dag panting around him. But here I miſt fit 


alone, by the rock of the moſſy ſtream. The 


ſtream and the wind roar; not can 1 hear the 


voice 9 we pie pA 2 1 * 2 199 * 7 {V's 1911 Un. 
b 10s bes 4.) 


2642 1311-3 46466 
7 Why del delays my Helge 1, why the” on of ü 
che hill, hie promiſe? Here is "the rock, and 


the tree; and here the roaring - fiream, Thou 


didſt promiſe, with night to be here. Ah! 
whither is my Salgar gone? With thee I would 


fly, my father ; with thee, my brother of pride 


Our xace bave long; been any * we are not 
'4 fore; 0 Galgue? ara og itt Im 
Ceaſe a little whit, 0 ind d be bes 
blen a while, let my voice be heard over the 
heath; let * wanderer der me. . it is 


Sg 


f 


| T62/$ONGS , SELMA, % 
Salgar, my love. I nder. e delayed, | wi 2 


thom * coming? 1 


101 the mon A 8 We "OY is 1 
bright "je the "vale. The rocks: re grey leon 9 | oo # 
face of* the Hill. But 1 ſee him not on the K FY 
brow; bis dogs before him tell not, that bes | i 


coming. "Here r muſt fi t c + © 
+194 9 . Hs, 8 


gig But v who are 3 that lie 1 me on 3 
the. heath? Are they, my , love | and my . bro- - 

ther? — Speak t to we, 0 my lende they ., 
Ale ot not. My e lol is tocmented with fears. 
— Ah! they. are dead. Their ſwords are ere. -Y 
red from the "fight. - 0 my brother! m my bro-. Os > bot. 
ther! why haſt thou Nain my Salger? why , 5 "MY 
0 Salgar! . haſt hoy ſlain. my brother? Dear „ 
were ye both to me What ſhall 1'fay Yin . 
praiſe 2 Thou wert fair on the hill among thou = IST Ws 
ſands; he a terrible in fight. "Sp peak. gez 1 <c 
hear my voice 5 bons of my oye ! !" Bat alex” 
they art ftent; [Glen t for Bo 4 N 1 2 | 
%% tin - th 
h! from the a of ri 1; from © 9 IA 
top of dhe windy monntsin , ſpeak he, ghoſts,  Þ 
of the dead! ſpeak, I will. not be afraid. — 7 25 mY 
Whither are ye gone to reſt? In what, cave- 4 


4 
i, 
4 


me Wy ſhall * Int No \ feeble die on. To 
ay >; 1 F FE Noe 1 b TR i the . ” 3 , 


. 
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the wind: no ünſwer half drowned in the 
e + e 
I fit in wy grief. 1 She. pal i in 
my tears. Rear the tomb, ye friends of the 
dead; but cloſe it not, till, Colma come. My 


fe flies away like , a dream: why , ſhould I 
ſtay behind? Here ſhall L reſt with my friends, 
| by the ſtream of the ſounding rock. When 


night comes on the hill ; when 'the wind is on 
the heath: my ghoſt ſhall ſtand in the Dink 


and mourn the death of my friends. The Wit 
ter ſhall hear from bis booth. He ſhall fear, 


but love my - voice. For ſweet. ſhall my voice 
be for my friends; 22 pleaſant were Hey! bon 


e 
5 Such was "thy aa * Minons Lftly- bluſti- 


ing maid of Torman. Our tears deſcended for 


Colma, and « our ſouls were. ſad. — Ullin 


7 came with the harp, and gave the bong of Al- 


pin. — The voice of Albin was pleaſant ; : 
the ſoul of Ryno was a beam of fre. But they 


had reſted in the narrow houſe: and thei? voice g 


was nöt heard in Selma. Ullin had teturned 
ay om the chace, before the heroes fell. 


He heard'their ſtrife on the bill; their ſong was 


ſoft, but ſad. They mourned the fall of Mor- 


5 u, at of mortal men. His ſoul way like 


4 5 ; 
t : a Fo ih 8 * L- 4 
/ fa $5 _ x * +* the 
* 


Ws ner. er, great man, 


Tur soo 0 SEM . 


the ſoul of Fingal 3 his (word, like, the Word 
of Oſcar, — "But he fell, and his father 
mourned: his ſiſter $ eyes were full of tears. 
Minona's eyes were full of tears, the ſiſter of 
car-borne Morar. She retired from the ſong of 
Ullin, like the moon in the weſt, when, ſhe 
foreſees the ſhower, and hides her fair head in 
a eloud.— 1 touched the Mos YR al 


the ſong. of mourning roſe. ed e when* 


. Ryno./ l a6 r 
1 The wind and the rain are over: calm. is 
the noon of day. The clouds are divided in 
heaven. Over the green, hills flies the incon- 
ſtant ſun. Red through the ſtony vale comes 
down the ſtream! but more ſweet is the voice 
TI hear. It is the voice of Alpin , the ſon © 
' ſong,” mourning for the dead. Bent is bis yo 
of age, and red his tearful eye. , Alpln', 
fon of ſong, why alone on the ſilent hill? * 


complaineft. thou, as a blaſt 1 the wood; 
. on wy len, ſhore? 1 NE OF $79 
fy A. 2 * > 2199 

AL e In. : 


"My tears © 0 Ryno!' are af the dead; my 
voice , for the- inhabitants of the grace. Tall 
thou art on the hill; fair among the ſons of 


the Jn. but thou ſhalt fall Jike Monks *Y; -. 
| n | ind 


3 


+ 
7TL — 
Y 2 1 ” — © 
o 


* 


is 4 7 
3 


* 


* b. mourner ſhall fit on thy mi. The 
hills ſhall know- thee no more; thy bow” Bal 
lie i in the ball, unſtrun g. ie bana 


Thou wert Twift, 0 Morar! as a roe on 
the bill; terrible as a meteor of fire. Thy 
Wrath ads as the ſtorm. Thy ſword in battle, 
ns lightning in tbe field. Thy voice was like 
4 ſtream after rain; like thunder on diſtant bills. 
Many fell by thy arm: N81 were conſumed i in 
_—_ flames. of thy wrath. ” 


8 when: thou didſt teturn. FREY war, 


1 ptaceful was thy brow! Thy face was like : 
the ſan, lter rain; like the moon in the ſilence | 
5 of. nig bl; calm as the breaff of the Joke; > I 


N 


we! loud wind is laid. 3 ne 8 


4 8 


* „Narres is thy. ayelling now; yy the : 
place of thine abode. With three ſteps 1 com- 
pa * grave, o thou who waſt fo great be- 
fore! . Foyr ſtones, wich their heads of moſs, 

are the only memoxial of thee. A tree with 
ſcarce a leaf, long-graſs which whiſtles in the 
wind, merk to the hupter's eye the grave of 
the mighty Morar. Morar! thou art low indeed. 


Thou haſt no mother to mourn thee; no m aid > 


with her tears of love. Dead is ſhe that dionght 


"ey forth. * is the daughter of Morglan. i 
a Who . 


#+ * aft 
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Who of his ſtaff is this? who is this, who- 
& head is white with age, whoſe eyes are red 


with tears, who quiakes at every ſtep? =— It. 


+ thy father ), o Morar! the father” of no 


- 


fon but thee. ' He heard of thy fame in battle; 
he heard of foes diſperſed. He heard of Morar's 


fame: why did be not bear of his wound? 
Weep, thou father of Morar ! weep; but thy. 


fon hears thee not. Deep is the ſleep of the 
dead; low their pillow of duſt. No more ſhall 
he hear thy voice; no more ſhall he awake at 


thy call. When ſhall it be morn in the grave, 
to. bid the flumberer- awake? 1 2 


* Farewel, thou 83 of. Try” 11 thou | con- 


er in the field! but the field ſhall ſee thee 
no more; nor the dark wood be lightened with | 


the ſplendor of thy ſteel. Thou baſt left no 


fon. But the ſong ſhall preſerve. thy name. 


Futdre times ſhall hear of thee + e 
of the fallen Morar. 


nr 2 e grief of all aroſe, him Ee bu 8 


ing ligh of Armin NS. He remembers the 


death 


oe Ag . e e. 
one of the weltern iſles. 


* BY, Ardiin, « bero. He was hf ef or petty King « 


Corma i. e. the * N 9 to de one 


et the e 0 
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death of bis fon, who fell in the IRS his 
youth. Carmor ) was near the hero, the 
chief of the ecchoing Galmal. Why burſts the 
ligh of Armin? he ſaid. Is there a cauſe to 
mourn? The ſong comes, with its muſic, to 
melt and pleaſe-the ſoul. It is like ſoft. miſt, 
that, riſing from a lake, pours on the ſilent 
vale; the green flowers, are filled with dew, 
but the ſun returns in bis ſtrength, and the 
miſt is gone. Why art thou 2.10 e 
chief of ſea ſurrounded Gorm ? 


Sad! 1 am iodked: no fell my dal 'of 
_ woe! —— Carmor , thou haſt loſt no "fon; 
thou haſt loſt no daughter of beauty. Colgar 
the valiant lives; and Annira faireſt maid. The 
1 of thy family flouriſh}, o Carmor! but 
Armin is, the laſt of his race. Dark is thy bed, 
oO Daura! aud deep thy ſleep in the tomb. —— 
. When ſhalt thou awake with wa W 5 12 05 
all thy voice of alle? 0 1 


Riſe, winds 'of autumn, ne; bie upon 

- the dark heath! ſtreams of the mountains, roat! 

howl, ye tempeſts , in the top of the oak! 

walk through broken clouds, o moon! ſhow 

* intervals W . face! 0 to my mind 
. he”: that 


| | Tux soxes or, SBLMA. 125 . ou 
that fad mighty when all an childrep,.fell;, when 1 
Arindal the mighty 10%. when Daurg the . 4/88 
ly; ajled ns, ee item ee _—_— 
Daura, my Le Are. thou wert fair ; i" 7 8 
s the moon on the hills of Furs *);.. white a2 
the driven ſow; Meet as the bregtbing gale. 6A "<4 
Arindal, thy bow was Daß; thy ſpear was "Wi 
ſwift in the field: thy look, was like miſt on 


the wave; thy ſhield, a red cloud. in a. 8 1 
Armar, renowned in war, came, and fought SY 
Daura's love; he was not long een ws 
"ow of their friends. 27114 
- Erath, ſon of Odgal, * for his hs." 
ther was flain by Armar. He came disguiſed 
like a {on of the ſea: fair was bis ſkiff on the 
wave; white his locks of age; calm his ſerious _ 
brow. Faireſt of women, he ſaid, lovely daugh- 
ter of Armin! a rock not diſtant in the ſes, 
| bears a tree on its fide; red ſhines the fruit 
afar. There Armar waits for Daurs. T came * 
to carry his love along the rolling ſea, 


She went; and ſhe called on Armar. 2 


Nour anſwered, but the ond — of the rock. 
* Armar, | 


— 


, cold 1 . 
15 **) By the fon Fs ihe rh bb ded 
ke * hack e e enen, The 


* ; - 1 * f | : % : ; * 3 
g » I ; yy , * I A i i 


»% 
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Armar; my Yrs! my love! why lesen 
thou me With er? bea, Ion of Ardnart, bear: 
5 it is Daura who calls thee! Erath the traitor 
fled laugtühg to the lend. She lifted” up ber 
voice, and eried for her brother and her father, 


c! * none to n your” arc 


\ as 
* 


; "Her ves came over the ſea. ind my 
Wn deſcended from the hill; rough in me peil 


of the chace. His arrows rattled by his his fide; 


His bow was in bis hand; five dark gray dog 
attended his ſteps. He ſaw ſieree Erath on the 
-ſhore: he' ſeized and bound him to an bak. 
Thick bend the thongs ) of the hide around 
His wy made wind ** Wes i 
fr ns ein 0 

Agbdet ends e W 
an D Daura to land. Armar came in his wrath, | 


and let fiy the gray-feathered ſhaft. It ſanks it 


W for Erach 


* 
* F . « * : — 15 WY P | F 
* ny | £ 
£ e | * / 5 N 
© 


F oa 1 


ks at aw hes this . 


_ found as made by a ſpirit within the rock; and 


they, on phat account, called it mae. n the - | 
"fon. who dwells in Se rock. IE vey og 


S. i 7 


8 2 e pes here cnly mens, that Erah x SE: bound 
pig! with leachern thongs, OT LOS 
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"tie" traitor thou died. The oar is ſtopped at 
once; he panted on the . rock and exſpired. 
What is thy grief, o Daura, when round — 
ot] is poured thy brothers blood. „ 


The boat is broken eee by aids.” 
Armar plunges into the ſea, to reſcue his Daura, 
or die. Sudden a blaſt from the hill comes over 
the waves. He ſank , and he roſe no more. 


Alone, on the ſea - beat rock , my daughter 
was heard to complain. Frequent and loud were 
her cries; nor could her father retieve her. All 
night I ſtood, on the ſhore. 1 ſaw {her by the. 
_ faint beam of the moon. All night I heard her 
_ cries: Loud was the wind; and the rain beat hard! 
on the ſide of the mountain. Before morning ps 
appeared; her voice was weak. | It died away, 
ny e e eee, che graſs of the 
5 Spent with grief ſhe-exſpired. And leſt 
Wy, F gone is my ſtrength in he 
| war and fallen my pride among women. 
When the ſtorms of the mountain come; 
25 hed? the north lifts the waves on high: 1 fit by. 
| the ſoyniling ſhore 1 and look on thie fatal rock. 
Otten by the ſetting moon 1 ſee the ghoſts of my 38 
children. Half- viewleſs, they walk in mournful - 
1 conference anc W 11 — 5 of * ſpeak in 
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pity ? They do not regard their father. I am 
fad, o Carmor, nor ſmall my cauſe of woe! 


Such were the words of the bards in the 
days of ſong; when the king heard the muſic of 
| harps, and the tales of other times. The chiefs 
gathered from all their hills, and heard the love- 
1y ſound. They praiſed the voice *) of Cona! 
the firſt among a thouſand bards. But age is | 
now on my tongue; and my ſoul has failed. 
1 hear, ſometimes ,' the ghoſts of bards, and 
learn their pleaſant ſony. But memory fails in 
my mind; I hear the call of years. They ſay, 
as they paſs along, why does Oſſian ſing? Soon 
ſhall he lie in the narrow houſe, and no bard 
Shall raiſe his fame. 3 7 


Roll on, ye dark- brown years , for ye king! 


no joy on your courſe. - Let the tomb open to 


* Offian, for his ſtrength has failed. The ſons of 


| 8 ſong are gone to reſt: my voice remains, like 


a blaſt, that roars, lonely, on a ſea - ſurrounded 
rock, after the winds are laid. The dark moſs 
whiſtles there, and the diſtant mariner tees the 
waving - trees. 1 | 

» Offian is. ſometimes een called the cole 
4 of Cong. 
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CALTHON AND COLMAL: 
Amount Ws 


* 


eafant i is che voice 'of thy long, thou ns | 
1 dweller of the rock. It comes on the 
found of the ſtream, along the narrow. vale, 
My foul awakes, o ſtranger! in the midſt of 
my * * een my hand to the ts. 89 


” 
” 
« 


4 5 BUY , os al + Tiky 3 
„ ; SY C7 : a 

5 9 This piece, as many more of. Offian's . 
ons, is addreſſed to one of the firtt Chriſtian 

/ miſſionaries. — The ſtory of the poem is hand- 

- ed down, by tradition, thus —— In the coun- 

try of the Britons between the walls tw chiefs 

lived in the days of Fingal, Dunthalmo , lord of 

; | fTeutha, ſuppoſed to be the Tweed; aud Raths 

mor, who dwelt at Clutha, well known to be 
the river Clyde. Rathmor was not more 

renowned for his generoſity and hoſpitality, than 

Dunthalmo Was infamous for his cruelty and am- 

bditien. —— Dunthalmoz through envy, or on 

of account of ſome private feuds, which: ſabſiſted 

between the families, murdered  Rathntor at a 

ps beg, but being afterwards touched with re- 

5 3 5 M 2 GH morſe, 


wo CALTHON AND COLMAL: 


in the days of other years, — I ſtreteh my 
band, but it is feeble; and the fi igh of my 
boſom: grows. —— Wilt thou not liſten, ſon 
of the rock, to the ſong of Oſſian? My ſoul 
is full. of other times; the joy of my youth 
returns. Thus the fun TJ appears. in the weſt, 


after 


- lt , he educated the two ſons of Rathmor , 


Calthon.. and Colmar, in his own honſe. —— 


They growing up to man's eſtate, dropped ſome 


hints, that they intended to revenge the death of 
their father, upon which Dunthalmo ſhut them 


up in two caves on the banks of Teutha, intend- 


Colmal, \ 


ing to take them off privately, 


the daughter of Dunthalmo, who ' was ſecretly 


£ * 


in love with Calthon, helped him to make hit 


eſcape from priſon, and fled with him to Fingal, 
disguiſed in the habit of a young warrior, and 
implored his aid againſt Dunthalmo. '-—— Fingal 


ſent Offian with three hundred men, to Colmar's 
relief. Dunthalmo having previously mur- 


diered Colmar, came to a battle with Oſſian: but 
be was killed by that hero, and his HOP totally | 
defeated. 


Calthon married Colmal , his delivrer 3 5 and 
. Offian returned to Mor ps 


22 Mas Ge eyes hes MG 


Extend his eveniug beam, the fields revive, |, 


The 


— 
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after he ſteps of his brightneſs * FIRE) bes... 
hind à ſtorm; the green hills lift their dewy. | 
heads: the blue ſtreams rejoice in the vale. 
The aFed hero comes. forth on his Meff, and 
* Brey hair glitters in the bem. 


|  Doſt thow not behold, fon of the A . 5 
ſhield in Oſſian's hall? It is marked with the 
| ſtrokes of battle; and the brightneſs of its bos- 
ſes has failed. Thar ſhield the great Dunthal- 
mo bore, the chief of ſtreamy Teutha. —— 
Dunthalmo® bore it in battle, before he fell by 
Oſſian's ſpear. Liſten, ſon. of the ae * 


* of e en ee ee 
5 a f 45 
y . 2 #44 1. 
; ES # The bick their 29 renew , 1 and dl herds. 
HS; 8 
| M Iron. . 
TROVE ne on 


| FI; — Their ir fan mine in ey dans; | BO 
— When a dreadful ſtorm away is flit, 
4 | Through the broad world doth ſpread his boah 
; . 
A fight hare each bird that fits on pray, "I 
And every beaſt that ro his den was fled, 5 
Come forth afreſh out of their late Addy 5 8 
| ow to "oy light fe up; their Crooping head. 
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Rathmor was a chief of Clutha. The feeble 
dwelt in his hall. The gates of Rathmor were 
never cloſed; his feaſt was always ſpread. The 


ſons of the ſtranger came, and bleſſed the, ge · 
nerous chief of Clutha. Bards ralſed the ſong, 
and touched the harp: and joy brightened on 


the face of the mournful. — Dunthalmo ca- 


me, in his pride, and ruſhed into the combat 
of Rathmor. The chief of Clutha overcame; 


the rage of Dunthalmo rofe. —— He came, 
by night, with his warriors; and the mighty | 
Rathmor fell. He fell in his halls, where his 
feaſt was often ſpread for ſtrangers. — 
Colmar and Calthon were yeung, the fong 


of ear - borne Rathmor. They came, in the 


joy of youth + into their father's' hall. They 
behold him in his blood, and, their burſting 
tears deſcend. — The ſoul of Dunthalmo 
melted, when he ſaw the children of youth; 
he brought them to Alteuthas *) walls; 


they, grew in the houſe of their foe, — They 


bent 
*) 4; teutha, or rather Balteutha x the town of 
Tweed,, the name of Dunthalmo's ſear. It is 

_ obſervable, that all the names, in this poem , 
derived from the Galic language; Which, as ＋ 
| have remarked i ina preceding note, is a proof that 
| reer language, of the whole 


„ — 


bent the bow in his prey 2. came for 
to his battles. ell oth p A grout 
They faw the fallen 2 their fathers; 
they ſaw the green thorn; in the hall. Theit 
tears deſeended in ſeeret; andi at times, their 
faces were moürnful. Dunthelino beheld their 
grief: his darkening ſoub deßgned their deaths 
He cloſed them in two cayeg, on the 1 Wael 
banks of Teutha. The tur did not come th 
with his beams; | nor the mobn of heaveft By 
night. The ſons of Rathmbr remain ined in Ark. 


N os 2 10 Mo! 


neſs , and foreſaw their deat vg FOR n 


The daughter of Duntligimo wept 76 len 
ce, the fair haired , blue- eyed Colmal * 


Her eye had rolled in ſecret on Calthon ; his | 


lovelineſs fwelled in her Gal. 1 She trembled 
for her warrior; but what could Colmal do? 


Her arm could Rot lift the ſpear; nor was the 


ſword formed for her ſide. Her white breaſt 
neber roſe beneath a mail. Neither was SRF* 
eye the tercor of herbes. What canſt thou do, 5 
o Colmal! for the og cert. © — Her 
| ſteps 
F 2) calma. a woman | with final xe big; mall 
ye - brows were a diſtinguiſhing part of beauty 
in Offiay's time: and he ſeldom fails to Sive 


198 4 them to the fine women of his. poem. os 
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Up 11,Bleſt voice! replied.the chil; Gs. thou 
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ſteps ate unbqual;” her hair is looſe: her eye 
looks wildly- through her tears, === She ca- 


me; by night, to the hall * 24 and arnied her 


lovely form in ſteel; the ſteel of a young war- 
ior, who fell ia the firſt of his battles. — 
NO chſes to Woes of Cons On 


al bd $7 


Ni, ſon of Rathmor, 1 Gia, l 


. the night is dark, Let us fly to the king of 


Selma . chief "or. fallen Cluths! . I am the 


fon of Lamgal, who. dwelt in thy. father's hall, 


I heard of thy dark dwelling in the cave, and , 
my "foul aroſe. At, fon” of Rathmor ; : tr the 
night is dark. oo gh * * —- Ti 7463 8 4 


* 


11 


from the darkly · rolling cloud ? for often the 

Shaſts of his fathers deſcend to -Calthon's 

nn, ſince the * has retired from his eyes, 

e 

94 bie, the "hall whom. the...» arms taken from 
1 enemies Were hung up as trophies. Offian is 

|, very careful to make his Rtories probable; for 

he nakes Colmal put on the arms of 4 youth 

© killed in his firſt battle, as" more proper for a 

_ Yowlg woman, who cannot be ſuppoſed ſtrong 

| . TRINn wor 

- rior, | * 
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ro us 
and darkneſs has dwelt. around / him. Or art 

thou the ſon of Lamgal, the chief 1 often faw 
in Clutha? But ſhall I fly to Fingal, and Col- 
mar my brother low? Shall I fly to Morven, 


and the hero cloſed in night? No: give me 
that ſpear, ſon of . Calton will de- 


fend his brother. Mc "1 
A thouſand - warriors , 1 an the ma. % 


ſtretch their ſpears round car - borne Colmar, 7 


What can Calthon do againſt a hoſt ſo great? 
Let us fly to the king of Morven, he will co- 


me with battle. His arm is ſtretched forth to 
the unhappy; ; the lightning of his ſword is 


round the weak. —— Ariſe, thou ſon of Rath - 


mor; the ſhades of night will fly away. De 75 


thalmo will behold thy ſteps on We Mes „and 
thou muſt fall in thy youth. 


The ſi ighing hero roſe; nis 2 Aeteend Fi 
for car- borne Colmar. He came with the maid "i 
to Selma's hall; but he knew not, that it Was 
Colmal. The EA cover'd her loyely face; 
and her breaſt roſe beneath the ſteel. Fingal 


returned from the chace, and found the loye- 


ly ſtrangers. They were like two Den oo 


light, in the midſt of the hall. „ 


The king heard the tale of grief; "oa tüm 8 


- 
7 


a eyes around. & thouſand heroes ba. 


ES 5 es roſe 

5 5. as * j 

k - — A 1 ” — > 
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roſe before him; claiming the war of Teutha, — 
came with my ſpear from the hill, and the 
joy of battle roſe in my hreaſt: for the king 
ſpoke to Oſſian in the midſt of the people. 
\ A of my ſtrength, he ſaid, take the ſpear 
. of Fingal ; go to Teutha's mighty ſtream, and 
. fave the car-borne Colmar. Let thy fame 
return before thee like a pteaſant gale; that my 
ſoul may "rejoice over wy? ſon; who renews the 
renown of our fathers. Oſſian! be thou 
a ſtorm in battle; but mild when the foes are 
low! —— It was thus my fame aroſe, o my 
ſon; and be thou like Selma's chief; — When 
: the haughty c come to wy, 1 8 my eyes ren 


CT ˙ 


the unhappy. My ſword defends the 5 


T0 £9” © rejoiced in the Words of the bing: and 
took my rattling arms, —— Diaran *) roſe at 
my ſide: and Dargo —— king of ſpears. - 5 | 
Three hundred youths followed our ſteps : 
lovely. Wen were at * fide. Pen Dad 

3 heard 
bs 3) Diacan, taker of that 8 who Was unfortux 

nately Killed by Crimora, his miſtreſs, : 
75) Bargo, the fon of Callath, is celebrated in other 
poems by Offian, He is ſaid to have been kill - 
ed by a boar at a hunting · party. The lamen- 

| | . ration. 


* 


1 


" 


% 


/ t, 


A 0 N ur 


esd the Wund of our" ba She's a 
the ſtrength of Teutha.—— He ſtood on a 
8 hill with his hoſt; bey e like rocks a. 


ar 5 5 and | 


 # 


1d | pa tation of his miſtreſ$', or wife, — 

1e "nee oer his body, is exitant; but whether it is of 
Oſſian's compoſition , 1 caunot determine. n is 
generally aſcribed to him, and has much of his 
manner z but ſome traditions mention it as an 
imitation by ſome later bard, | As it has 

ſome poetical. merit, 1 have n 75 


* 8 ſpouſe of * BY in rears; 9 55 Do 
go was no more! The heroes ſigh over Lartho's - 
chien and what ſhall ſad Mingala do? The dark 
ſoul vaniſhed like morning - miſt, before the king 
of ſpears; but the generous glowed in his pre- 
fence like the morning -ftar, 1 
Who was the ane ae moſt lovely? Who' 
rh Sod Collath's ſtately ſon? Who ſat in the midi 
of the wiſe, but Dargo of the mighty. deeds? _ 
Thy hand touched the trembling: harp⸗ Thy : 
voice was ſoft as ſummer - winds, —— Ah me! 
| What ſhall the heroes ſay? for Dargo fell before 
| a boar. Pale is the lovely cheek ; the look of | 
j Which was firm in danger! —— Why haſt thon | 
failed oh our hills, thou fairer than the beams 
E an! * e 


| 
| 
N 
| 
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and bare, and the ſtreams of their chinks have 
failed. I PS re 


. . Rh 0 ok 3 8 4 | BD % | f - 
The ſtream of Teutha rolled, in-its pride, 


defore the gloomy foe. I ſent a bard to Dun- 


thalmo, to offer the combat en the plain; but 


he ſmiled in the darkneſs” of his pride. — 
His unſettled hoſt moved on the hill; like the 
2 mountgin - cloud, when the blaſt has entered its 
womb, and ſcatters the * gloom * ever 


ry fide. | 
The brought Colmar to Teutha's bank; 


| bound with a thouſand thongs. - The chief is 
ſad, but lovely, and his eye is on his friends; 


for we : in our Am, on the * 


— — 


"The daughter of Adonſion was PENG in "the 


eyes of the valiant; ſhe was lovely in their eyes: 

but Che choſe to be the ſpouſe of Dargo. 
; Bur thou art alone, Mingala ! the night is 
coming with its clouds; where is the bed of thy 


+ repoſe? Where but in the tomb of Dargo? a 


* _ Why doſt thou lift the ſtone, o bard! why 


doſt chou ſhut the narrow houſe? Mingala's eyes 


are heavy, bard !-She muſt ſleep with Dargo. 


e Laſt night I heard the ſong of joy in Lartho's 


1 But ſilence now dwells around my 


f * ee e eee 


(4% %, 


1 . 
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bank of Teutha. "Daw came with bis 
ſpear , and pierced the hero's fide: he rolled on 
ide, the bank in his blood, * heard * bro- 


un- ken ſighs. | 
"HET Calthon ruſhed into 8 ſtream: I bounded 


Re on my (pear. Teutha's race fell before 
us. Night. came rolling down. Dunthalmo 
reſted on a rock, amidſt an aged wood. The 


Calthon.— But Calthon ſtood in his grief; 
he mourned the fallen Colmar; Colmar . in 
youth , e alu fame — 


* 


* — 


A I to wie to . 
the * chief; but he ſtood beneath à tree, 
and often threw his ſpear on earth. — 


| tear: \ſhe foreſww the fall of Dunthalmo ,, or of 
Cluthe's battling _ EL TO 


; ; 
| Now half the WR had WS away. 9 


. 


99 ann and. darkneſs. were on the field; ſleep reſl- 


ed on the eyes of the heroes: Calthoni ſettling 
ſoul was ſtill. His eyes were half · cloſed; but 


ee Tae had got yet failed in 


rage of his boſom burned againſt the car - borne 


” % 44 * 
4 * 


humid eye of Colmal rolled near in a ſecret 


* 


3 


* 
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Sleeps the fon of Rathmor in his might, 
and his brother low? Did we not riſe to the 
chace together; and purſue the dark - brown 
hinds? Colmar was not forgot till he fell; till 
death had blaſted his youth. 1 lie pale beneath 
the rock of Lona. O let Calthon riſe! the morn- 
ing comes with its beams; and Dunthalmo ow 


| Eixhonour the fallen. | 
He paſſed eway in his. blaſt. The riling 


| _ Calthon ſaw the ſteps of his departure. -- He 


ruſhed in the ſound of his ſteel; and unhappy 
Colmel roſe. She followed her hero through 
night, and dragged her ſpear behind. — But 


when Calthon came to Lona's rock, he found 


his fallen brother, — The rage of his boſom 
roſe, and he . ruſhed among the foe. The 
groans of death aſcend. They eloſe around the 

chief. —— He is bound in the midſt, and 
brought to gloomy Dunthalmo. — The ſhout 
of 3 joy aroſe ; and the hills of night replied. — 


” I ſtarted at the ſound: and took my fa- 
ther's ſpear. Diaran roſe at my ſide; and the 
youthfub ſtrength of Dargo. We miſſed the 
chief of Clatha, and our ſouls were ſad. —— 


T dreaded the departure of my GT bays | 


of wy. valour roſe, | 
| Sons 5 


ane T = a * 


— 


ſound of Oſſian's courſe. 


Colmal ſtood before me in tearg, 
the chief of Clutha: and thrice the ſpear fell 


OY y. 0 E M. 5 


Sons of Maiven'! Us 1 ſaid, it is bot thus our 
fathers fought. They reſted not on the field. of _ 
ſtrangers, when the foe did not fall before 
them. 
of heaven; their renown is in the ſong.\ But 
our people fall by degrees, and our fame be- 


gins to depart. — What ſhall the king of 


Morven ſay, if Oſſian conquers not at Teutha ? 
Riſe in your ſteel „ye warriors, and follow the 
He will not return, 
but renowned, to the ecchoing walls of Selma. 


Morning 1 roſe on the blue waters of Teutha ; | 
She told of 


from her hand. My wrath turned againſt the 
Manger; for my ſoul trembled for Calthon. , 


F 


; Som of the Keeble hand, 1 ſaid; do Teu- ; 
'tha's warriors fight with tears? The battle is not 
won with grief; nor dwells the ſigh in the foul | 


of war. 
the lowing. herds of Teuths. —— But leave 


theſe arms, thou ſon 12 fear; « a warrior may 
lift them in battle. +7 


I tore the mail from her „ 


1 | his, 


"4 


1 
9 


Their ſtrength was like the eagles 


Go to the deer of Carmun, or 


oo 8 


Her ö 
ſnowy breaſt appeared. She bent her red face s 
'to the kn n looked i in filence to the 
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Y "hots, The ſpear fell from my band; and he 
ch of my boſom. roſe. But when I heard 
mme name of the maid, my crowding; tears 
1 deſeended. 1 bleſſed the lovely deam of you 
5 hs * dade the battle move. „„ Le re 1 4 1 N 


3 Why, ſon of the rock; ſhould Oda tell, 
1 1. Teutha's warriors died? They are now 
* | forgot in their land; and their tombs are nat 
found on the heath. —— , Years came on-with 
2 their tempeſts; and 1 green mounds moulder 
9 ed away. —— Scarce is "the grave "of Dull 
-_ * thalmo ſen or the place where he fell by the 

1 © ſpear of Offiay, — | Some gray warrior, bak. 
> blind with age, fitting by night at the flaming 
3 4 oak of the hall, tells now my actigns to his. 
. and the fall of the dark Dunths}mo.. "The 
RR. of youth bend fide - - long towards his voi - 
0 5 ce; ; Lurprize and joy burn in their 95 == — 


* 
** 


- 


1 No 1 found the ſon *) of Rathmor bound. 0 
nan oakz my ſword cut the thongs from "bis 
bend. — And 1 gave him the hte g, 
done Colmal. — They dwelt in the A f 
1 : | of Teuths; and Oſſian returned e 


